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THE   INTRODUCTION 

TO    THE    FIRST    EDITIOtf. 

APOLLOXIUS,  the  scholar  and  rival  of  Callima- 
chus,  was  a  native  of  Alexandria,  born  under  the 
reign  of  Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  king  of  Egypt, 
near  300  years  before  Christ.  He  was  distin- 
guished by  the  name  of  Rhodius,  either  from, 
the  name  of  his  mother  Rhoda,  or  from  having 
taught  rhetoric  at  Rhodes  :  upon  his  return  from, 
thence  to  Alexandria,  he  was  appointed  by  Ptolemy 
Evergetes  to  succeed  Eratosthenes  in  the  care 
of  the  public  library.  He  was  buried  in  the? 
same  tomb  with  Callimachus. 

The  subject  of  Apolloniuss  Argonautics  is 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  in  all  antiquity  : — The 
expedition  of  the  Golden  Fleece,  undertaken 
about  30  years  before  the  Trojan  War. — Sir  Isaac 
Newton,  in  his  Chronology,  places  this  expedition 
about  43  years  after  the  death  of  Solomon  ;  that 
period  being  in  the  middle  of  the  greatest  dis- 
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tractions  of  Egypt.  Then  it  was,  he  conceives, 
that  the  Greeks,  hearing  of  these  distractions, 
contrived  the  Argonautic  expedition,  and  sent  the 
Flower  of  Greece  in  the  ship  Argo,  to  persuade  the 
nations  upon  the  sea-coasts  of  the  Euxine  and 
Mediterranean  seas  to  revolt  from  Egypt,  and  set 
up  for  themselves;  as  the  Libyans,  Ethiopians,  and 
the  Jews  had  before  done.  The  origin  of  this 
expedition  is  wrapt  up  in  such  incredible  fables, 
as  give  it  less  the  air  of  an  historical  event,  than 
of  an  Arabian  tale.  I  will  beg  leave,  however,  to 
lay  it  before  the  Reader  in  its  fabulous  dress,  as  a 
necessary  Introduction  to  the  following  Poem. 

Phrixus,  son  of  Atharnas  king  of  Thebes,  is 
feigned  to  have  fled  with  his  sister  Helle,  from 
the  persecutions  of  their  step-mother  Ino,  upon 
a  Ram  that  had  a  Golden  Fleece.  In  their  pas* 
sage  from  Europe  to  Asia,  Helle  is  said  to  have 
fallen  into  the  sea,  which  was  called  from  her 
name  the  Hellespont.  Phrixus  arrives  at  Colchis, 
a  country  in  the  Northern  part  of  Asia ;  where, 
by  command  of  the  Gods,  he  sacrifices  the  Ram 
to  Jupiter,  the  protector  of  his  flight,  and  hangs 
up  the  Fleece  in  a  wood  consecrated  to  Mars. 
He  afterwards  marries  Calciope,  daughter  of  -ZEeta 
the  king  of  that  country ;  who,  having  been 
warned  by  an  oracle  that  he  is  in  danger  of 

being 
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being  plundered    of  the    Golden   Fleece,   keeps 
it  guarded  by  a  watchful  Dragon,  and    brazen- 
footed  Bulls  breathing  fire.     The  savage  charac- 
ter of  .flEeta,  and  the  many  dangers  which  were 
supposed  to  attend    the  pursuit   of  the   Golden 
Fleece,  caused  this  to  be  esteemed  the  most  ha- 
zardous   enterprise    that    could    be   undertaken. 
Pelias,  therefore,  who  wanted  to  possess  himself 
of  the  Kingdom  of  Thessalia,  which,  upon  the 
death  of  his  brother  jEson,  he  held  in  trust  for 
Jason,  his  nephew,  sent  him  upon  an  expedition 
to  fetch  the  Golden  Fleece  from  Colchis.     Jason 
had  a  warlike  vessel,  built  for  this   purpose,  of 
pine-trees  from  the  forest  of  Dodona,  and  em- 
barked in  it   under  the  protection  of  Juno,  with 
upwards    of  fifty  illustrious   Greeks  ;    who,  from 
Argo,   the  name  of  the   Ship,  were    called   the 
Argonauts :     the    principal    among    them     were 
Hercules,  Castor  and  Pollux,  Orpheus  and  Ty- 
phis,  with  several  of  the  Fathers  of  those  Heroes, 
who  are  celebrated  by  Homer  in  the  Trojan  war. 
Their  various  adventures  in  the  course  of  their 
voyage,  and    their    attainment    of    the    Golden 
Fleece,  by  assistance  of  Medea,  the  daughter  of 
jEeta,    compose    the    argument    of    Apollonius's 
poem.     An  argument,  which,   however  trivial  it 
may  appear,  was  by  no  means  unimportant  to 
the  ancients,  as    may    be  judged  by  its  having 
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employed  the  pen  of  several  the  most  eminent 
of  their  Poets,  Dionysius,  and  Pindar,  besides 
Apollonius,  among  the  Greeks,  and  Valerius 
Flaccus  (a  close  copier  of  the  latter  poet)  among 
the  Romans. 

It  was   certainly   no  unworthy    object  of  the 
Greek  Poets   to    trace    out    the   achievements  of 
their  countrymen  from  the  remotest  origins ;  and 
to  endeavour,    through  the  fabulous    mythology 
of  those   ages,    to   throw   some   light,    however 
glimmering,   upon  the  annals  of  their   country. 
It  is  by  their  means  that  we  may  perceive  a  kind 
of  historical  series  carried  on  from  the  Argonau- 
tic  expedition,  through  the  Theban  and  Trojan 
wars,   to    the  origin  of  almost  all  the  States    of 
Greece ;  till  at  length  some  degree  of  certainty 
may  be  found  on  which  the  truth  of  history  may 
rest.     It  is  observable,  that  both  Herodotus  and 
Thucydides,  in  deducing  the  Grecian  affairs  from 
the  darkest  antiquity,  down  to  the  historical  age, 
prove  the  wars,  which  originally  embroiled  Europe 
and  Asia,  to  have  taken  rise  from   those    naval 
plunders   and   rapines  which  were  anciently  con- 
sidered as  so  many  great  and  glorious  exploits. 
The  former  of  these  Historians  remarks,  that  as 
the  Phoenicians  were  the  first  who  brought  their 
mercantile  traffic  into  Greece,  they  were  the  first 
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likewise  who  offered  acts  of  violence  in  carrying 
off  lo,  the  daughter  of  Inachus ;  and  that  the 
Greeks,  to  revenge  this  injury,  passed  over  into 
Phoenicia,  and  bore  away  Europa.  He  adds,  that 
the  Greeks  were  afterwards  the  aggressors  in 
carrying  away  Medea,  the  king's  daughter,  from 
Colchis,  being  allured  thither  by  the  riches  of 
that  country,  which  were  figured  under  the  fable 
of  the  Golden  Fleece. 

Phrixus  is  supposed  to  be  the  first  who  traf- 
ficked at  Colchis,  the  fiction  of  his  being  borne 
on  a  Ram  taking  rise  from  the  figure  of  that 
animal  being  painted  on  the  prow  of  the  vessel 
in  which  he  sailed. 

As  to  the  fable  of  the  Golden  Fleece,  there 
are  various  expositions  of  it :  It  is  by  Suidas  and 
others  applied  to  chemistry,  denoting  by  the 
several  passages  of  a  tedious  voyage  the  long 
process  to  be  pursued  before  perfection  in  the 
chemical  art,  meant  by  the  Golden  Fleece,  can 
be  acquired.  Some  accounts  of  this  story  imply, 
that  it  might  simply  have  arisen  from  the  valu- 
able commodity  of  wool  among  the  ancients  ;  as, 
before  the  use  of  money,  their  riches  were  esti- 
mated by  the  possessions  of  their  flocks  and  herds. 
Strabo  and  Pliny,  describing  the  immense  wealth 

of 


Xll  INTRODUCTION. 

of  Colchis,  mention  a  custom  the  inhabitants  had 
of  collecting  the  best  gold  from  the  sands  of 
their  rivers,  by  the  help  of  Fleeces ;  in  which 
the  story  of  the  Golden  Fleece  is  supposed  to 
have  its  foundation.  Bochart  imagines  it  may 
proceed  from  the  ambiguity  of  the  word  gaza; 
signifying,  in  its  original  language,  the  Syriac, 
both  a  Treasure,  and  a  Fleece.  He  adds,  as  a 
probable  conjecture,  that  the  two  Bulls,  which 
were  feigned  to  guard  the  treasure,  were  the  walls 
encompassing  the  castle  wherein  the  treasure  was 
kept ;  because  the  Syriac  word  sour  signifies  a 
Bt///,  and  a  Wall;  and  that  the  Dragon,  which 
defended  the  treasure,  was  the  iron  gate  of  the 
castle,  implied  by  the  word  Nachas,  signifying 
both  a  Dragon  and  Iron. 

The  account  of  this  fable  given  by  Diodorus 
Siculus,  is,  that  the  King  of  Colchis,  in  order  to 
secure  his  treasure  from  the  invasion  of  strangers, 
placed  round  the  temple  where  it  was  deposited, 
a  strong  guard  of  Scythian  or  Tauric  soldiers; 
the  ambiguity  of  the  word  Tauri,  and  the  savage- 
ness  of  the  nation,  giving  occasion  to  the  story  of 
Bulls  breathing  Jire ;  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
ferocious  vigilance  of  the  Commander  of  the  watch, 
might  have  given  rise  to  the  fiction  of  the  Dragon. 
According  to  this  explication  of  the  fable,  the 

whole 
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whole  Charm  of  Medea  is  made  to  consist  in  her 
coming  by  night  to  the  gates  of  the  temple,  and 
addressing  the  guards  in  the  Tauric  language, 
who  immediately  open  the  gates  to  her  as  the 
King's  daughter,  and  the  Argonauts  are  thus 
possessed  of  the  Treasure,  which  they  carry  off", 
together  with  Medea,  to  Greece. 

There  will  appear,  perhaps,  nothing  more 
extraordinary  in  the  whole  of  this  mythology, 
though  at  so  remote  a  period,  than  what  we 
may  conceive  to  have  found  place  between  two 
distinct  races  of  people,  first  known  to  each  other 
a  few  centuries  past,  upon  the  discoveries  of 
America.  The  wonder  the  Indians  expressed 
at  the  sight  of  a  ship,  and  their  terror  excited  by 
the  use  of  fire-arms,  together  with  the  prodigies 
of  a  new  World  reported  by  the  conquerors,  might 
have  formed  many  not  less  improbable  fables  than 
this  of  the  Golden  Fleece;  and  poetically  dressed 
would  make  no  unpleasing  arguments  of  a  Spanish 
or  English  poem. 

These  more  modern  expeditions  bear,  in  all 
respects,  the  strongest  resemblance  to  those  of 
the  ancients  :  Avarice,  cruelty,  and  rapine,  are 
equally  the  characteristics  of  both.  Nor  is  the 
prediction  delivered  to  ,/Eeta,  of  the  strangers 

who 
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who  were  to  spoil  him  of  his  treasure,  unlike 
the  traditions  received  by  Motezuma  of  the  Spa- 
niards destined  to  be  the  subdue rs  of  his  Country. 

These  being  the  superstitious  fictions  of  all 
barbarous  ages  and  nations,  the  Reader  will,  I 
hope,  be  inclined  to  make  allowance  for  the  fa- 
bulous parts  of  the  following  Poem  ;  in  which 
(if  any  degree  of  justice  is  done  to  the  original) 
he  will  find  interspersed  a  variety  of  poetical 
images  and  figures,  though  its  obsolete  mytho- 
logy may  be  little  accommodated  to  the  modern 
taste.  The  critical  Reader,  who  compares  the 
translation  with  the  Greek,  will  observe  that 
those  passages  which  are  most  antique,  must 
necessarily  have  increased  the  difficulty  of  my 
undertaking,  and  it  may  perhaps,  on  that  ac- 
count, be  entitled  to  the  greater  share  of  his 
indulgence. 

That  part  which  contains  the  passion  of  Medea 
and  Jason  (the  model  on  which  the  fourth  book 
of  Virgil's  -ZEneis  is  formed)  abounds  with  so 
many  fine  strokes  of  nature,  and  such  beautiful 
simplicity,  as  particularly  induced  me  to  under- 
take the  translation  ;  though  I  could  not  but  at 
the  same  time  despair  of  being  able  to  give  a  true 
idea  of  the  spirit  of  Apollonius.  All  I  can  pre- 
tend 
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tend  to,  is,  that  I  have  endeavoured  to  keep  as 
closely  to  the  original,  as  the  different  idioms 
of  the  Greek  and  English  language  will  admit; 
and  I  shall  be  happy  it'  I  have  so  far  succeeded 
as  to  make  an  ancient  Author  of  such  merit 
better  known  than  he  is  to  the  generality  of 
readers. 

The  chief  objection  made  by  the  critics  to  the 
whole  Poem  of  Apollonius,  is,  that  his  subject 
is  carried  through  four  long  books  in  one  conti- 
nued series;  by  which  means  the  principal  action 
of  the  Poem  is  neither  so  artfully  introduced, 
nor  placed  in  so  conspicuous  a  light,  as  it  might 
have  been.  It  would  be  inconsistent  both  with 
the  fidelity  and  the  becoming  humility  of  a 
Translator,  to  attempt  to  obviate  this  objection, 
even  if  the  whole  Poem  were  to  be  translated; 
but  as  I  profess  only  to  translate  what  compre- 
hends the  Loves  of  Medea  and  Jason,  I  have 
omitted  the  two  first  "books  (containing  the  ca- 
talogue  of  the  Heroes,  with  their  adventures 
previous  to  their  arrival  at  Colchis)  and  that 
part  of  the  fourth  book  which  follows  the  escape 
of  Medea.  By  giving  myself  this  liberty,  I  have 
confined  my  translation  to  the  most  interesting 
and  most  celebrated  parts  of  my  Author,  which 

includes 
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includes  in  effect  the  main  scope  and  purport  of 
his  work. 

I  have  only  to  wish  that  in  thus  rendering 
Apollonius  less  tedious,  by  an  abridgment  of 
some  faults,  I  may  in  any  measure  compensate 
for  the  injury  his  more  numerous  beauties  may 
have  received  from  my  imperfect  translation. 

The  few  Notes  annexed,  are  intended  merely  as 
an  explication  of  names,  and  allusions,  with  which 
the  English  Reader  might  not  be  sufficiently 
acquainted. 
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HOW*,  through  Medea's  love,  the  Golden  Fleece 
Was  borne  by  Jason  to  the  Realms  of  Greece, 
Rehearse,  O  EnATo*f-;  to  thee  pertains 
To  sooth  the  Virgin  with  thy  melting  strains  t 
Love  grants  to  thee  his  sacred  name  to  bear, 
And  Venus  in  her  festive  rites  to  share. 

J  Deep  in  a  bay  the  Chiefs  their  vessel  moor, 
Where  marshy  Phasis  laves  the  Colchian  shore. 

*  See  Apollonius  Rhodius,  Book  3.  Line  i* 

t  Erato,  the  name  of  one  of  the  Muses. 

J  See  Apoll.  Rho.  B.  3.  L.  167. 

The  intervening  lines  appear  to  retard  the  principal  action  of 
the  Poem,  and  are  therefore  omitted  in  the  Translation.  The 
Argonauts  under  the  command  of  Jason  are  here  introduced  as 
arrived  at  Colchis,  a  country  in  the  northern  part  of  Asia ;  the 
present  Georgia. 

B  The 
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The  rest  around  in  mute  attention  sat, 

When  Jason  rose,  and  led  the  sage  debate. 

"  Friends,  I  the  purport  of  my  soul  express, 

"  'Tis  yours  to  crown  my  counsel  with  success. 

"  One  common  cause,  that  joins  our  social  bands, 

66  Alike  of  all  the  common  voice  demands : 

"  Who  hides  his  counsel,  hopes  not  to  regain 

"  His  port,  in  safety,  o'er  the  watVy  main. 

"  The  rest  in  arms  within  your  vessel  stay, 

"  While  to  *  -ZEeta's  court  I  bend  my  way. 

66  With  me  the  well-known  sons  of  -f-  Phrixus  send ; 

"  Two  more  associates  on  our  steps  attend. 

*  jEeta,  or  ^Eetes,  King  of  Colchis,  possessor  of  the  Golden 
Fleece. 

f  Phrixus,  son  of  Athamas  King  of  Thebes,  fabulously  sup- 
pos'd  (while  with  his  sister  Helle  he  fled  from  the  persecutions 
of  his  stepmother  I  no)  to  have  been  conveyed  over  the  Hellespont 
upon  a  Golden  Ram,  and  to  have  arriv'd  at  Colchis,  where  he 
married  Calciope  the  daughter  of  JEeta,  and  had  by  her  the  sons 
here  mentioned,  namely,  Argus,  Cytisorus,  Melas  and  Phrontis. 

These  sons  of  Phrixus  and  Calciope,  sailing  from  Colchis  to 
Orchomenus,  a  city  of  Breotia,  in  order  to  receive  the  inheri- 
tance of  their  Grandsire  Athamas,  were  cast  away  upon  the 
Island  of  Mars,  and  there  fell  in  with  the  Argonauts,  whom 
they  accompanied  to  Colchis. 

«  First 
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"  First  be  the  pow'rs  of  soft  address  assay 'd, 
"  If  fair  entreaties  may  the  King  persuade ; 
"  But  if,  on  force  presuming,  he  defies 
"  Our  embassy,  nor  yields  the  golden  prize, 
"  Taught  by  himself  we  then  to  force  repair ; 
"  Yet  this,  O  Comrades,  be  our  latest  care : 
"  Mild  words,  applied  in  season,  may  prevail 
"  Where  all  the  powers  of  force  united  fail. 
"  When  Phrixus  fled,  by  Ino's  rage  opprest, 
"  This  King  gave  refuge  to  his  suppliant  guest : 
"  Nor  lives  the  man  so  bold  that  e'er  disdained 
"  The  social  rites  by  Jove  himself  ordain'd." 

He  said ;  the  Chiefs  applaud  his  speech,  by  none 
Oppos'd  :  Augeas,  and  great  Telamon, 
With  Phrixus'  sons,  the  Warrior's  call  obey : 
He  with  the  *  rod  of  Hermes  leads  the  way. 

Forth  from  the  bark  o'er  marshy  streams  they 

bound, 
And  fix  their  feet  on  -J-  Circe's  rising  mound. 

*  An  emblem  of  Peace. 

f  An  eminence  on  the  shore,  that  took  its  name  from  Circe 
the  sister  of  .ftSeta. 

B  a  Here5 
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Here,  where  the  plain  with  osier  is  overspread, 
In  rows  were  hung  the  corses  of  the  dead. 
For  such  the  *  Colchian  rites,  a  barbarous  race, 
No  male  deceased  with  sepulchre  they  grace, 
Nor  on  the  funeral  pile  his  reliques  burn, 
Nor  close  his  ashes  in  the  peaceful  urn ; 
But  in  foul  hides  enwrapt,  and  by  a  chain 
The  corse  suspended,  taints  the  distant  plain. 
Yet  that  the  sacred  Earth,  and  hallow'd  Air, 
Might  equal  marks  of  their  religion  share, 
To  Earth's  dark  tomb  their  females  they  commit ; 
For  this  their  customs,  this  their  laws  permit. 
The  Chiefs  as  -j-  Juno  through  the  city  led, 
Her  airy  veil  was  all  around  them  spread : 
Unseen  they  pass  the  crowded  streets,  and  come 
To  the  proud  structure  of  beta's  dome. 
The  cloud  dispel  I'd,  in  fixt  amaze  they  stand, 
And  view  the  labours  of  the  builder's  hand ; 

*  These  rites  of  the  Colchians  are  mentioned  in  the  fourth 
book  of  /Elian.  The  chief  objects  of  their  worship  were  the 
Earth  and  Air. 

f  Jason  is  througbout  this  Poem  supposed  to  have  engaged 
in  his  expedition,  under  the  conduct  and  protection  of  Juno. 

The 
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The  wide-hung  gate  with  stately  columns  grac'd, 
Each  by  the  line  of  beauteous  order  placed, 
These,  in  just  rows,  the  massy  walls  surround, 
The  roof  with  brazen  pediment  is  crown'd. 
With  silent  steps  the  portal  they  ascend, 
Where  blooming  vines  in  clustering  arches  bend : 
Beneath  their  shade  four  living  fountains  ran, 
By  Vulcan  wrought  beyond  the  pow'rs  of  man ; 
Pure  milk  the  first,  with  wine  the  second  glows, 
A  third  with  oil,  a  fourth  with  water  flows, 
This,  as  by  turns  the  *  Pleiads  rise  or  set, 
Receives  vicissitudes  of  cold  and  heat. 
Such  in  jEeta's  royal  palace  stand 
The  mighty  monuments  of  Vulcan's  hand : 
With  these  a  plough  of  adamantine  frame, 
And  brazen-footed  bulls  expiring  flame, 
Alike  the  wonders  of  his  art  display, 
The  gifts  of  Vulcan  to  the  -f-God  of  Day, 

*  A  constellation  of  seven  stars,  that  rise  about  the  vernal 
Equinox,  and  set  in  Autumn. 

f  Supposed  to  be  the  father  of  JEeta  and  Circe,  either  from 
their  being  born  in  a  country  where  the  Sun  first  appears  to  rise, 
or  from  the  usual  high  appellations  given  to  Eastern  Princes. 

u  3  Who 
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Who  view'd  him  spent  in  the  *  Phlegraean  war, 
And  safe  transported  in  his  radiant  car. 

They  reach  the  mid-saloon,  whose  valves  divide 
The  well-wrought  chambers  rang'd  on  either  side: 
From  hence  two  costly  porticos  extend 
Their  vaulted  roofs,  two  tow'rs  transverse  ascend ; 
In  this,  the  loftiest,  holds  his  sovereign  state 
The  great  .ZEeta  with  his  royal  Mate ; 
In  that  Absyrtes  dwells,  of  princely  race, 
Sprung  from  the  fair  Asterode's  embrace, 
.ZEeta's  son,  ere  yet  the  King  had  led 
The  chaste  -f  Idy'a  to  his  nuptial  bed  : 
In  form  above  the  Colchian  youth  he  shone, 
Grac'd  with  th'  illustrious  name  of  Phaeton. 
Medea  and  Calciope  J  the  rest 
Of  the  grand  dome  with  all  their  train  possest. 
Medea,  Priestess  of  the  Stygian  Queen, 
Was  rarely  at  the  regal  Palace  seen. 

*  The  battle  recorded  by  the  Poets  as  fought  at  Phlegra  in 
Campania  between  the  Gods  and  Giants, 
f  Daughter  of  Tethys  and  Oceanus. 

J  Daughters  of  .ZEeta. 

Her 
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Her  from  th'  accustom'd  service  of  the  fane 
This  day  great  *  Juno's  high  commands  detain. 
Now  (as  the  Goddess  will'd)  from  room  to  room 
She  sought  her  sister  through  the  spacious  dome, 
When,  as  she  view'd  the  stranger  guests,  her  cry 
Calls  forth  Calciope  ;  promiscuous  fly 
The  fair  attendants  to  the  Virgin's  aid, 
Their  webs  neglected  at  their  feet  were  laid. 
With  joy  the  Parent  rais'd  her  greeting  hand, 
Her  sons  descried  amidst  the  youthful  band  ; 
They  with  like  joy  to  her  embraces  ran, 
When  plaintive  thus  Calciope  began. 
"  Of  me,  my  Sons,  unmindful  could  you  roam? 
"  But  Fate  restores  you  to  your  native  home. 
"  Ah !  woe  to  me,  your  dying  Sire's  command 
"  Impeird  you,  panting  for  the  Grecian  land, 
"  To  seek  Orchomenus,  where'er  it  be, 
"  Some  distant  city  o'er  th'  unmeasur'd  sea ; 

*  Juno  contrives  this  interview  between  Medea  and  Jason, 
as  the  means  by  which  the  Golden  Fleece  is  to  be  obtained. 

B  4  "  The 
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"  The  promised  wealth  of  *  Athamas  to  gain, 
"  You  tried  the  dangers  of  the  stormy  main, 
"  While  I,  abandoned  by  the  Sons  I  bore, 
"  Was  left  in  grief  your  absence  to  deplore." 

Rous'd  by  his  daughter's  voice,  forth  issuing  came 
^Eeta,  followed  by  his  princely  Dame. 
Straight  in  the  hall  the  slaves,  a  numerous  band, 
To  serve  the  feast  attend  their  King's  command. 
Some  o'er  the  slaughtered  ox  employ  their  care, 
These  cleave  the  timber,  those  the  baths  prepare, 
Each  to  his  several  task  assiduous  flies, 
And  mingled  clamours  through  the  palace  rise. 

Meanwhile  in  air-f-  Love  takes  his  flight  unseen,    . 
Urg'd  by  great  Juno  and  the  Cyprian  Queen, 
With  eager  haste  the  regal  porch  ascends, 
There  he  his  bow  behind  a  column  bends, 


*  King  of  Thessaly,  Father  of  Phrixus  and  Helle. 

•f  This  refers  to  the  passage  (mentioned  in  Note  2d,  as  being 
omitted  in  the  Translation)  where  Cupid  is  instigated  by 
Juno  and  Venus  to  inspire  Medea  with  a  sudden  passion  for 
Jason. 

Selects 
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Selects  the  keenest  arrow  from  his  store, 

And,  with  light  steps  quick  gliding  through  the  door. 

Behind  great  Jason,  with  eye  glancing  round, 

Collected  stands,  and  meditates  the  wound ; 

To  his  strain'd  bow  he  fits  th'  unerring  dart, 

And  wings  its  vengeance  to  Medea's  heart. 

Senseless  in  sudden  trance  the  Virgin  stood, 
When  back  in  triumph  flies  the  wanton  God. 
The  piercing  shaft  deep  wounds  the  Colchian  Maid, 
And  keenest  pangs,  like  fire,  her  breast  pervade. 
Full  on  the  Youth  she  darts  her  beaming  eyes, 
While  her  swoln  bosom  heaves  with  frequent  sighs ; 
Nor  sense  of  aught,  nor  memory  remains, 
Her  soul  dissolving  in  its  pleasing  pains. 
As  when  a  Housewife  that  assiduous  plies 
The  loom,  and  to  her  task  ere  morn  must  rise, 
From  unextinguish'd  embers  seeks  to  raise 
On  the.well-cover'd  hearth  a  midnight  blaze, 
From  a  small  spark,  with  new  rekindled  force, 
The  flaming  brand  pursues  its  fiery  course ; 

So 
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So  Love's  fierce  flames,  in  vain  awhile  supprest, 
Fire  with  increasing  rage  the  Virgin's  breast. 
O'er  her  soft  cheeks,  now  ting'd  with  crimson  dye, 
Now  wan  with  grief,  the  varying  colours  fly. 

When  now  the  slaves  had  serv'd  the  genial  feast, 
And  from  warm  baths  fresh  rose  each  stranger  guest, 
(Their  wants  by  food  and  gen'rous  wine  allay 'd) 
Thus  to  his  daughter's  sons  jEeta  said. 
"  Sons  of  my  child,  whom  she  to  Phrixus  bore, 
"  A  guest  most  honour'd  on  the  Colchian  shore, 
"  Say,  whence  your  quick  return  ?  what  perils,  say, 
"  Stopt  short  your  passage  o'er  the  wat'ry  way  ? 
"  Oft,  ere  you  sought  those  foreign  climes,  in  vain 
"  I  urg'd  their  distance  o'er  the  boundless  main : 
"  For  in  my  Sire's  bright  car  those  seas  I  crost, 
"  Upborne  with  Circe  to  th'  Hesperian  coast, 
"  Where  now,  far  distant  from  her  native  land, 
"  Her  throne  she  fixes  on  the  Tuscan  strand. — 
"  But  what  of  tales  like  these  ?  O  truly  say 
"  What  perils  turn'd  you  from  your  destin'd  way  ? 

"  Say, 
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"  Say,  too,  what  Youths  are  these,  that  to  my  shore, 
"  Embark'd  with  you,  one  common  vessel  bore  ?  " 

Argus,  with  fears  for  Jason's  crew  dismay 'd, 
By  birthright  first,  in  mild  obedience,  said. 
"  Our  bark,  O  King,  in  nightly  storm  was  lost, 
"  And  on  the  wreck,  o  er  foaming  billows  tost, 
"  Ourselves  were  thrown,  by  HeavVs  protecting  care, 
"  On  the  drear*  Island  of  the  God  of  War. 
"  Nor  there  those  Harpies,  birds  obscene,  we  found, 
"  That  erst  were  natives  of  th'  unhallow'd  ground : 
"  The  race  accurst  these  Chiefs  had  newly  slain, 
"  Descending  from  their  ship,  a  godlike  train, 
"  Whom  pitying  Jove,  or  some  propitious  Fate, 
"  There  brought  in  mercy  to  our  helpless  state  : 
"  As  they  the  well-known  name  of  Phrixus  hear, 
"  And  yours,  ^Eeta,  meets  their  kindred  ear, 
"  The  friendly  aid  of  food  and  clothes  they  lend, 
"  And  to  your  city  now  their  footsteps  bend. 

*  One  of  those  Islands  that  formerly  went  by  the  name  of  the 
Strophades  in  the  Ionian  Sea,  suppos'd  to  have  been  inhabited 
by  the  Harpies,  fabulous  birds  described  by  Virgil  in  the  third 
book  of  his  JEneis. 

"Nor 
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"  Nor  shall  my  tongue  their  purposed  aim  conceal, 
"  If  more  j?Eeta  wills  me  to  reveal. 

*c  Lo  !  this  our  Chief,  whose  warlike  virtues  shine 
"  The  first  and  fairest  of  th'  *  xEolian  line : 
"  Him,  for  that  cause,  a  Tyrant's  stern  command 
u  Drives  from  his  rich  domains,  and  native  land, 
"  To  seek  your  coast,  for  till  the  Golden  Fleece 
"  Is  borne  from  Colchis  to  the  Realms  of  Greece, 
"  He  dooms  that  still  th'  jEolian  race  must  prove 
"  For  Phrixus'  fate,  the  wrath  of  angry  Jove. 
"  Their  ship  *  was  built  by  great  Minerva's  aid  : 
"  Ah  !  how  unlike  the  Colchian  barks  are  made  ! 
"  And  ours,  of  all  most  faithless;  for  its  side, 
"  Rent  with  each  blast,  received  the  gushing  tide ; 
"  While  theirs,  with  planks  compactly  join'd,  defies 
"  The  rage  of  storms  when  all  conspiring  rise, 

*  The  Descendants  of  ^Eolus. 

•f  This  ship  (named  Argo)  was  built  after  the  pattern  of  an 
Egyptian  ship  with  fifty  oars,  in  which  Danaus  with  his  fifty 
daughters,  a  few  years  before,  fled  from  Egypt  into  Greece ; 
and  was  the  first  long  ship  with  sails  built  by  the  Greeks.  Sir 
Isaac  Newton^s  Chronology,  p.  239. 

"  And 


BOOK!.]    MEDEA  AND  JASON.  13 

44  And  with  like  speed  before  the  wind  can  go, 
"  As  when  with  lab'ring  arm  the  sailors  row. 
44  In  this,  with  all  united  Greece  can  boast, 
4C  The  flower  collecting  of  her  martial  host, 
44  Through  daring  course  your  regions  he  explores, 
"  Wandering  o'er  boundless  seas,  and  barb'rous  shores, 
44  If  so  his  suit  prevail ; — be  that  as  best 
44  The  dictates  of  your  princely  mind  suggest ! 
"  Large  gifts  of  just  requital  hell  bestow, 
44  Nor  comes  in  warlike  posture  as  your  foe. 
44  By  me  informed  that  to  the  Colchian  land 
44  The  fierce  Sarmatians  lead  their  hostile  band, 
"  His  social  arms  to  you  the  Chief  will  lend, 
44  And  their  proud  necks  beneath  your  sceptre  bend. 
4S  But  if  their  names  and  lineage  you  would  know, 
44  The  true  relation  shall  in  order  flow. 
"  He  in  whose  cause  all  Greece  her  warriors  joins,  i 
44  Is  Jason  called,  and  springs  from  /Eson's  loins, 
44  Whose  sire  was  Cretheus ;  hence  are  we  allied 
44  By  kindred  blood  on  the  paternal  side  ; 

44  Alike 


14  MEDEA  AND  JASON.    [BOOK  I. 

"  Alike  with  him,  from  jEolus  we  trace 

"  Our  line,  the  common  Author  of  our  race. 

"  Augeas  This,  great  Offspring  of  the  Sun, 

"  And  This,  of  /Eacus,  is  Telamon ; 

"  His  Grandsire  Jove  :  the  rest,  a  warlike  host, 

"  From  Gods,  or  sons  of  Gods,  their  lineage  boast/' 

Thus  while  he  said,  jEeta  scarce  supprest 
Th'  impetuous  ire  that  boil'd  within  his  breast ; 
But  chief  Calciope's  bold  sons  engage, 
Thought  Authors  of  the  deed,  the  Tyrant's  rage. 
"  Hence  from  my  sight,  ye  trait'rous  race,"  he  cries, 
(While  flames  of  fury  darted  from  his  eyes) 
"  Hence  with  your  frauds,  and  back  your  way  pursue, 
"  Lest  you  the  dear-bought  Fleece  of  Phrixus  rue. 
"  'Twas  not  for  that  from  distant  Greece  you  came, 
"  My  throne  the  object  of  your  lawless  aim. 
"  But  that  you  shar'd  my  genial  feast,  this  day 
"  Your  tongues  the  forfeit  of  their  guilt  should  pay, 
"  And  hands  lopt  off  a  traitor's  deeds  declare — 
"  Your  feet  alone  my  just  revenge  might  spare, 

"So 
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"  So  you  to  Greece  your  recreant  course  should  take, 
"  Nor  future  inroads  on  our  empire  make ! 
"  False  was  your  tale,  against  the  Gods  you  lied, 
"  The  Gods  that  o'er  the  social  rights  preside." 

Thus  spake  the  King,  as  rage  his  tongue  inspir'd, 
Nor  less  the  soul  of  Telamon  was  fiYd  ; 
And  now  in  wrath  stern  answer  had  he  made, 
But  thus  preventing  Jason  mildly  said. 
"  Spare,  great  -Seta,  spare  our  social  host, 
"  No  willing  guests  we  seek  the  Colchian  coast: 
"  For  who,  allur'd  by  hopes  of  foreign  gain, 
"  Such  tracts  would  measure  o'er  th'  unbounded  main? 

Me  hapless  Fate,  and  a  fierce  King's  command, 

Impels  to  seek  protection  at  your  hand. 

O  aid  the  suppliant !  so  shall  I  proclaim 
"  And  Greece  resound  the  great  beta's  fame. 
"  And  lo  !  prepared,  with  dauntless  souls,  we  stand 
44  To  join  your  pow'rs  a  firm  confederate  band ; 
"  Whether  the  rude  Sarmatians  you  pursue, 
"  Or  other  realms  with  conqVing  arms  subdue." 

Thus 


u 


u 
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Thus  while  the  Chief  his  soothing  speech  addrest, 
Distracting  counsels  rend  the  Tyrant's  breast ; 
Wav'ring,  he  doubts  if  he  the  sudden  blow 
Should  strike,  or  try  the  valour  of  his  foe  ; 
On  this  resolv'd,  "  What,  Stranger,  would  avail,"' 
(The  King  rejoins)  "  thy  long  protracted  tale  ? 
"  Whether  in  truth  from  Gods  your  race  descend, 
"  Or  match'd  with  me  in  prowess  you  contend, 
"  I  straight  will  prove  ;  nor  shall  this  hand  withhold 
"  The  victor's  prize,  the  Fleece  that  beams  with  Gold. 

"  The  brave  I  envy  not -like  *  Him,  whose  sway, 

"  As  erst  you  said,  the  Grecian  realms  obey, 

"  Be  this  your  valour's  proof,  a  task  sustain'd, 

"  Tho'  dire  and  arduous,  by  /Beta's  hand. 

"  Two  Bulls  are  pastur'd  in  the  Martial  field, 

"  Their'hoofs  of  brass,  fierce  flames  their  nostrils  yield, 

"  These  to  the  yoke  I  join,  my  daily  toil, 

"  To  plough  four  acres  of  the  stubborn  soil. 

u  Nor  in  the  deep-cut  furrows  sow  the  grain 

"  Of  Ceres,  waving  o'er  the  genial  plain, 

*  Pelias. 

«  But 
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"  But  teeth  of  a  dire  serpent,  from  whose  root 
"  In  arms  an  host  of  warlike  heroes  shoot : 
"  These,  as  more  fierce  on  ev'ry  side  appear 
"  Their  adverse  fronts,  I  quell  with  brandished  spear. 
"  Each  morn  I  yoke  the  monsters,  and  at  eve, 
"  Their  hour  of  pasture,  from  their  toil  relieve. 
"  This  work  perform,  and  on  that  day  to  Greece 
"  Thou  bear'st  the  golden  trophies  of  the  Fleece. 
"  Else  yield  I  not  the  prize ;  it  were  unfit 
"  The  valiant  to  the  weaker  shouldT  submit." 
He  said  ;  and  Jason,  ere  he  yet  can  rear 
His  downcast  eyes,  stands  speechless  in  despair. 
Ere  yet  the  task  he  ventures  to  assay, 
His  doubtful  thoughts  each  arduous  labour  weigh : 
His  fears  at  length  dissembling,  he  replies, 
"  What  dangers  round  me,  from  your  sentence  rise ! 
"  Yet  ere  the  task,  tho'  dreadful,  I  forego, 
"  Be  death  my  lot,  Til  meet  its  welcome  blow  : 
"  No  harder  fate  can  be  by  man  sustained 
"  Than  that  which  drove  me  to  this  hostile  land/' 

C  Appall'd, 
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Appalled,  he  said ;  the  King  rejoins  in  rage, 
w  Since  in  my  toils  presumptuous  thou'lt  engage, 
"  Go  join  thy  crew  ;  or  should  thine  heart  recoil 
"  From  the  dire  tillage  of  the  Martial  soil, 
"  Leave  that  to  me : — the  coward  hence  shall  know 
"  How  vain  his  contest  with  a  nobler  foe." 

In  haughty  tone  thus  spake  th'  imperious  King ; 
Straight  from  their  seats,  incens'd,  the  Warriors  spring, 
Argus  (his  Brothers  there  enjoin'd  to  wait) 
Last  quits  the  dome  :  they  pass  the  palace  gate. 

Far  o'er  the  rest  great  jEson's  warlike  son 
In  matchless  grace,  and  charms  superior  shone. 
Him  through  her  veil,  with  glance  oblique,  survey 'd 
(Stung  with  love's  heartfelt  pangs)  th'  afflicted  *  Maid. 
As  in  a  dream  her  soul  transported  flew, 
And  her  wing'd  thoughts  his  parting  steps  pursue. 
Sorrowing  they  went — to  shun  ^Eeta's  rage  ; 
Her  Sons  apart  Calciope  engage. 
Medea  seeks,  scarce  knowing  where  she  goes, 
To  brood  in  secret  o'er  her  tender  woes. 

*  Medea.  Before 


BOOK  I.]      MEDEA  AND  JASON.  19 

Before  her  eyes  still  imag'd,  on  her  mind 

Each  pleasing  object  leaves  its  trace  behind, 

His  form,  his  dress,  his  posture  as  he  sat, 

The  words  he  utter'd,  and  his  parting  gait. 

Fond  maid!  she  thought  not,  in  love's  errors  lost, 

That  earth's  wide  empire  could  his  equal  boast. 

His  soft  discourse,  his  voice,  she  seems  to  hear, 

And  the  sweet  sounds  still  vibrate  on  her  ear. 

She  dreads  her  Sire  the  stranger  Youth  should  slay, 

Or  the  fierce  beasts  destroy  their  destin'd  prey. 

Mild  pity's  tears  his  fancied  loss  deplore, 

And  bathe  her  cheeks,  as  he  were  now  no  more, 

Pour'd  forth  at  length  in  notes  of  plaintive  woe, 

From  her  full  heart  these  gentle  accents  flow. 

"  Ah !  why  should  grief  like  this  my  mind  appall, 
«'  Tho'  he  the  first  or  last  of  heroes  fall  ? 
"  Farewell ! — and  yet  uninjur'd  might  he  go  ! 
"  *  Daughter  of  Perseus,  hear  thy  servant's  vow, 
"  Oh  !  safe  restore  him  to  his  native  soil ! 
"  Or  if  he  fall  beneath  th'  unequal  toil, 

*  Hecate.  C  g  «  First 
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"  First  might  he  learn,  ill-fated  Youth,  that  I 
IC  Rejoice  not  in  his  hapless  destiny  !" 

Thus  griev'd  the  Maid.  Meanwhile  to  join  their  crew 
Back  o'er  the  plain  the  Chiefs  their  course  pursue. 
When  Argus  thus;  "  O  Jason,  tho'  I  fear 
"  My  proffer'd  counsel  may  offend  thine  ear, 
"  What  need  requires,  it  fits  not  to  defer. 
"  Thou  oft  hast  heard  me  of  a  Virgin  tell 
"  Deep  skill'd  by  Hecat  in  each  magic  spell : 
"  If  her  auspicious  to  our  hopes  we  gain, 
"  Unconquer'd  com'st  thou  from  the  Martial  plain. 
"  But,  lest  her  aid  Calciope  decline, 
"  I'll  straight  implore  her  in  our  cause  to  join : 
"  Ours  is  one  common  fate,"  With  kind  intent 
Thus  spake  the  Youth,  and  Jason  yields  assent. 
"  Go,  Friend,"  the  Chief  replies,  "  and  may'st  thou 

find 

"  Propitious  to  thy  wish  thy  Parent's  mind  ! 
"  But,  ah  !  how  feebly  must  our  projects  stand 
"  Our  hopes  depending  on  a  Female's  hand  !" 

Now 
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Now  they  the  marsh  had  reached  ;  th'  expecting  crew 
Their  friends  with  joy  and  mix'd  impatience  view  : 
When  Jason  thus  his  rising  griefs  exprest ; 
"  With  rage  is  steel'd  the  King's  relentless  breast : 
"  Our  purposed  end  we  never  can  attain, 
"  My  words  were  fruitless,  your  enquiries  vain. 
"  Two  Bulls,  he  says,  possess  the  Martial  field, 
"  Their  hoofs  of  brass,  fierce  flames  their  nostrils  yield; 
"  These  joining  to  the  yoke,  with  daily  toil 
"  Four  acres  must  I  plough  of  stubborn  soil, 
"  My  seed  a  serpent's  teeth,  and  from  their  root 
"  Shall  straight  in  arms  an  host  of  warriors  shoot ; 
"  These  in  one  day  must  fall  beneath  my  hand  : 
"  Compelled,  I  yielded  to  the  dire  command/' 

He  said ;  the  toils  an  endless  task  appear, 
And  all  around  stand  silent  in  despair : 
Each  on  their  comrades  fix  their  mournful  eyes, 
When  to  the  wond'ring  Chiefs  great  Peleus  cries, 
"  Briefly  resolve ;  for  safety,  O  my  Friends, 
"  No  more  on  counsel,  but  on  strength  depends. 

C  3  "  If, 
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"  If,  Jason,  not  unmindful  of  thy  vow, 

"  Thou  yok'st  beta's  monsters  to  the  plough, 

"  Be  straight  prepared ;  or  should  thy  soul  recoil, 

"  And  sink  unequal  to  this  arduous  toil, 

"  Nor  go  thyself,  nor  cast  thine  eyes  around 

<c  To  see  what  readier  Hero  may  be  found ; 

"  I  shrink  not  from  the  labour,  for  of  all 

"  Our  ills,  is  death  the  last  that  can  befall ! " 

Thus  spake  of  ^Eacus  the  warlike  Son ; 
Up  springs  in  haste  the  dauntless  Telamon. 
Idas  with  these  in  equal  ardour  vies, 
And  the  *  twin-race  of  Tyndarus  arise. 
Nor  -f*  Oeneus'  Son  the  glorious  task  declined, 
He  with  the  train  of  manlier  Chiefs  was  join'd  ; 
So  great  his  soul,  so  zealous  for  renown, 
Ere  on  his  cheeks  was  spread  the  rising  down. 
With  awe  confus'd,  in  silence  sat  the  rest, 
When  Argus  thus  the  rival  band  addrest. 

*  Castor  and  Pollux, 
t  Meleager, 

«  A  task 
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"  A  task  more  arduous,  Chiefs,  was  ne'er  assay *d ; 
"  But  scorn  not  safety  from  my  Parent's  aid. 
"  Still,  as  before,  within  your  vessel  wait ; 
"  By  rashness,  Heroes,  you  provoke  your  fate. 
"  Know,  in  ^Beta's  dome  a  Virgin  dwells, 
"  Who,  taught  by  Hecat,  in  her  arts  excels ; 
"  All  herbs  she  knows,  whate'er  earth's  bounds  contain, 
"  Or  utmost  limits  of  th'  expanded  main. 
"  With  these  she  quells  the  fire's  all-conquering  force, 
"  Restrains  th'  impetuous  torrent  in  its  course, 
"  Turns  back  the  planets  in  their  swift  career, 
"  And  draws  the  Moon  from  her  aerial  sphere. 
"  E'en  now,  as  passing  o'er  the  Colchian  Plain, 
"  We  sought  what  means  might  best  our  prize  attain, 
"  Calciope  fit  advocate  appear'd, 
"  (By  tender  bonds  of  Sister's  love  endeared) 
"  If  haply  she  the  Virgin  might  persuade 
"  In  the  dire  task  to  lend  her  magic  aid. 
"  Command  me,  Chiefs,  and,  all  my  pow'rs  to  try, 
"  Back  hast'ning  to  the  regal  dome  I  fly. 

c  4  "  Success, 
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"  Success,  if  Fortune  should  my  wish  befriend, 

"  May  crown  my  counsels,  and  our  cause  attend  I" 

He  spake;  and  lo!  an  omen  from  above  ! 
Chas'd  by  the  towering  hawk,  a  timid  dove 
To  Jason's  bosom  for  protection  flies ; 
Fall'n  on  the  prow  the  fierce  pursuer  lies. 
*  Mopsus  in  haste  the  fav'ring  omen  took, 
And  thus  prophetic  to  his  Comrades  spoke  : 
*'  The  Gods  auspicious  on  our  purpose  wait, 
"  And  this  the  sign  which  speaks  the  will  of  Fate. 
"  Wherefore  with  arts  of  mild  address  apply, 
"  Nor  fear  the  Virgin  should  her  aid  deny, 
"  If  -j-  Phineus  truly  warn'd,  that  safe  to  shore 
"  The  Cyprian  Goddess  should  our  bark  restore ; 
"  Her  bird  thus  gives  the  omen :  May  we  find 
u  Th'  event  propitious  to  my  boding  mind ! 
"  Invoke,  my  Friends,  the  Goddess  to  your  aid, 
"  And  straight  what  Argus  counsels  be  obey'd ! " 

*  An  Augur,  the  Son  of  Ampuchus. 

•f  This  refers  to  a  Prophecy  of  Phineus,  in  the  ?d  Book  of 
Apollonius  Rhodius. 

Thus 
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Thus  he ;  nor  they  their  full  assent  withhold, 
Remembering  well  what  Phineus  had  foretold. 
Idas  alone  the  inglorious  counsel  blam'd, 
And  with  loud  voice  indignant  thus  exclaim'd: 
"  Ye  Gods  !  we  sail  with  women  of  our  crew, 
"  Who  not  of  Mars,  but  aid  of  Venus  sue. 
"  Fixt  on  the  flight  of  birds  your  watchful  eye, 
"  You  shun  the  conlbat,  and  from  danger  fly. 
"  Hence  bid  adieu  to  every  warlike  care, 
"  And  win  the  tender  Virgin  with  your  pray'r." 

Ardent  for  fight,  he  said;  and  through  the  train, 
While  none  opposed,  a  general  murmur  ran. 
Enrag'd  he  sits ;  when  Jason  to  the  rest, 
With  soul  collected,  thus  his  speech  addrest: 
"  Straight  from  our  ship,  O  Friends,  be  Argus  sent, 
"  The  public  voice  approving  his  intent. 
"  Let  us,  our  halsers  fixing  to  the  land, 
"  All  clad  in  arms  to  sight  conspicuous  stand : 
"  In  secret  thus  't  were  base  to  be  conceaFd, 
«  We  shun  not,  Chiefs,  the  terrors  of  the  field/' 

He 
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He  said ;  and  straight  bids  Argus,  from  the  Crew 
Deputed,  to  the  town  his  course  pursue ; 
They,  as  their  Chief  enjoin'd,  their  couches  bore 
To  land,  their  bark  drawn  nearer  to  the  shore. 

Meanwhile  the  King,  his  Chiefs  assembling^  call* 
A  council,  held  without  the  Palace  walls, 
Their  'custom'd  seat;  thus  forming  in  his  mind 
New  plans  of  danger,  'gainst  his  foes  designed. 
"  Straight  as  their  daring  Leader  shall  engage^ 
"  And  fall  beneath  the  Bull's  unconquer'd  ragey 
u  Of  mountain-oaks  Til  raise  the  flaming  pyre, 
"  With  the  devoted  Crew  the  vessel  fire, 
"  And  make  their  treason  with  their  breath  expire. 
"  Not  Phrixus'  self  my  social  board  had  shared, 
tc  (Phrixus  by  sweet  convivial  charms  endeared) 
"  But  that  great  Jove  sent  Hermes  from  above, 
"  My  soul  in  favour  of  my  guest  to  move. 
"  If  spoilers,  lur'd  by  hopes  of  foreign  gain, 
44  Should  once  free  footing  in  our  realms  obtain, 

"  They 
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"  They  soon  our  herds  might  ravage  uncontroll'd, 

*'  And  drive  the  peaceful  shepherd  from  his  fold. 

"  Large  gifts,  in  full  atonement,  shall  be  paid 

"  By  those  rash  Traitors  that  our  Realms  invade, 

"  And  come,  associates  with  a  lawless  band, 

"  To  wrest  th'  imperial  sceptre  from  my  hand. 

"  Taught  by  my  Father's  oracle  to  dread 

"  Unnumber'd  ills,  impending  o'er  my  head 

"  From  my  own  race,  I  sent  those  Youths  t'explore 

"  Far  o'er  the  Western  seas  the  Grecian  shore; 

"  (Nor  loth  they  fled,  impell'd  by  strong  desire 

"  T'  obey  the  dying  mandates  of  their  Sire.) 

"  Yet  of  my  daughters  nought  have  I  to  fear, 

"  Nor  of  Absyrtes  aught,  my  kingdom's  Heir : 

"  'Tis  in  Calciope's  ill-fated  race 

"  Alone  the  authors  of  my  doom  I  trace." 

• — Thus  as  he  said,  fierce  rage  enflam'd  his  mind, 

Redoubled  tasks  are  to  his  Guards  assigned, 

With  threaten'd  vengeance,  if  the  Grecian  host 

Should  fly  with  safety  from  his  barb'rous  coast. 

END  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK. 
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it 


NOW  Argus  to  the  regal  dome  repairs, 
And  wins  Calciope^  with  ceaseless  pray'rs, 
T  implore  the  succour  of  the  Colchian  Maid  ; 
Nor  had  her  sister  the  request  delay 'd, 
But  that  her  suit  were  hopeless,  lest  the  fear 
Of  her  stern  Parent  might  the  Maid  deter ; 
Or  e'en  her  aid  imparted  might  betray 
The  deed  conspicuous  to  the  face  of  day. 

As  on  her  couch  the  Virgin  lay  reclin'd, 
Sleep  chas'd  awhile  her  sorrows  from  her  mind. 
But,  as  in  sickness,  soon  a  ghastly  train 
Of  visionary  dreams  disturb  her  brain. 
The  Chief  appears  engag'd  before  her  eyes, 
Nor  seems  his  conflict  for  the  Golden  prize, 

But 
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But  that  herself  in  triumph  he  might  lead 
A  virgin  consort  to  his  nuptial  bed. 
She  now  appears  the  combat  to  sustain, 

4 

Herself  contending  on  the  Martial  plain. 

Yet  still  she  seems  her  Parents  to  upbraid 

With  broken  faith,  and  promise  vainly  made, 

Who  not  of  her,  but  Jason,  should  demand 

A  task  ill  fitted  to  her  tender  hand, 

In  Fancy's  thought,  contentions  straight  ensue 

Betwixt  the  Tyrant  and  the  Grecian  Crew; 

Both  Parties  wait  her  sentence,  and  to  her 

The  final  judgment  of  the  cause  refer, 

When,  heedless  of  her  Parents,  she  exprest 

Her  soul  in  favour  of  the  stranger  Guest: 

Grief  rent  their  hearts,  loud  storms  of  passion  rose, 

And  the  rude  clamour  chas'd  her  soft  repose. 

AppalFd,  she  starts ;  each  nerve  with  horror  shook, 
As  round  her  room  she  cast  a  fearful  look. 
She  scarce  at  length  collects  her  shattered  mind, 
When  plaintive  sorrows  thus  their  passage  find  : 

«  Ah 
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"  Ah  me  !  what  dreams  of  terror  fill'd  my  brain ! 

"  What  woes  portend  they  from  this  hostile  train ! 

"  Yet  all  my  care  this  stranger  Guest  employs, 

u  And  rising  doubt  each  last  resolve  destroys. — 

*'  Hence  let  him  seek  some  fair  Achaian  dame ! 

"  Mine  be  my  Parent's  house  and  virgin  fame ! — •- 

"  But  if  this  stubborn  purpose  I  forego, 

"  My  Sister's  counsels  might  relieve  my  woe. 

"  If,  ever  anxious  for  her  offspring's  fate, 

"  She  dreads  the  perils  that  these  Chiefs  await, 

"  Oh!  that  to  me  for  succour  she'd  apply! 

"  These  griefs  extinguish'd  in  my  breast  would  die!'3 

Eager  she  starts;  unlocks  the  palace  doors, 
Her  Sister's  chamber  unarray'd  explores; 
And  now  had  pass'd  the  threshold,  but,  restrain'd 
By  modest  fears,  within  the  porch  remain'd. 
Back  she  retires ;  again  her  doubtful  feet 
Advance,  again  alternately  retreat. 
Prevailing  passion  now  her  course  impelled, 
Now  shame  more  strong  her  eager  steps  withheld ; 

At 
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At  length,  thrice  turning  from  her  vain  essay, 
Prone  on  her  couch  in  speechless  grief  she  lay. 

As  when  a  Nymph  to  whom  her  friends  assign'd 
Some  chosen  Youth,  and  Hymen's  bands  had  join'd, 
In  bridal  chamber  mourns  her  blooming  mate 
Snatch'd  from  her  widow'd  arms  by  sudden  fate, 
Ere  yet  the  soft  enjoyments  they  could  prove 
From  the  sweet  intercourse  of  mutual  love : 
With  coy  reserve  her  female  train  she  flies, 
And  screens  her  sacred  sorrows  from  their  eyes ; 
To  her  deserted  bed  with  grief  retires, 
Stifling  in  silent  shame  her  latent  fires, 
In  silence  weeps,  lest  some  reproachful  Maid 
Should  mock  her  anguish,  and  her  tears  upbraid. 
Such  were  Medea's  griefs,  nor  long  remain 
Unseen  of  one,  the  youngest  of  her  train, 
Whom  zeal  had  led,  more  forward  than  the  rest, 
To  mark  the  wild  disorders  of  her  breast. 
She  to  Calciope  the  tale  unfolds, 
Who  with  her  Sons  a  secret  council  holds, 

How 
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How  best  their  fair  entreaties  may  persuade 

The  Colchian  Nymph  to  lend  her  magic  aid. — 

Rous'd  by  th'  unhop'd-for  news,  from  room  to  room 

With  eager  haste  she  ranges  o'er  the  dome, 

And  comes  where,  fuTd  with  anguish  and  dismay, 

Wounding  her  tender  cheeks  the  Virgin  lay. 

She  views  the  tears  fall  copious  from  her  eyes, 

And  lenient  words,  to  sooth  her  grief,  applies. 

"  O  say,  Medea,  whence  these  sorrows  flow? 

"  What  pain  inflicts,  what  cause  inspires  thy  woe  ? 

"  Say,  hath  some  Heav'n-sent  grief  thy  soul  opprest  ? 

"  Or  dwells  thy  Father's  anger  on  thy  breast,        , 

"  I  and  my  Sons  the  cause?  Oh!  far  remov'd 

"  Hence  from  my  native  clime,  and  scenes  belov'd, 

**  May  I  by  fate  on  distant  realms  be  thrown, 

"  Where  e'en  the  name  of  Colchis  is  unknown !" 

Medea's  cheeks  straight  glow  with  crimson  dye, 
But  virgin  shame  forbids  the  prompt  reply. 
Now  in  her  breast  the  sounds  are  lost,  now  hung 
The  ready  accents  on  her  faltering  tongue, 

No 
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No  voice  the  dictates  of  her  soul  obey'd  : 

Artful  at  length,  by  love  impell'd,  she  said  ; 

"  'Tis  for  thy  Sons,  Calciope,  I  fear, 

"  Lest  from  our  Sire  these  Strangers'  fate  they  share, 

"  Such  sights  of  horror  did  my  dreams  present, 

"  O,  may  some  God  avert  the  dire  event, 

"  Lest  for  thy  Sons  the  ceaseless  tear  should  flow  I" 

The  Colchian  Maid  thus  fram'd  her  tale  of  woe, 

If  haply  first  her  Sister  might  implore 

The  timely  succour  of  her  magic  store. 

With  grief  o'erwhelm'd,  Calciope  betrays 

Her  inmost  fears,  and  thus  returning  says: 

"  'Tis  for  their  sakes  t'  implore  thine  aid  I  come, 

"  If  yet  thy  counsels  might  avert  their  doom; 

"  Swear,  by  the  Heav'ns  and  Earth,  that  in  thy  breast 

"  My  words  with  sacred  confidence  shall  rest! 

"  Lo!  by  th'  immortal  Gods  I  urge  my  pray'r! 

"  Thyself,  thy  Parents,  all  thy  soul  holds  dear! 

"  See  not  my  children  fall  before  thy  face, 

"  Lest  I  too  perish  with  my  hapless  race, 

D  « And 
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"  And  come,  t'  upbraid  thee  with  a  Parent's  woe, 
"  A  vengeful  Fury  from  the  shades  below!" 

Thus  as  in  tears  her  anguish  she  exprest, 
With  head  reclining  on  the  Virgin's  breast, 
Her  knees  she  claspt :  they  join  their  mutual  sighs, 
And  through  the  dome  shrill  sounds  of  mourning  rise. 

"  Ah/'  cries  the  Maid,  "  what  succour  should  I  lend, 
"  When  threats  like  thine  my  soul  with  horror  rend ! 
"  Oh !  that  to  save  thy  Sons  the  pow'r  were  giv'n, 
"  By  thine  own  dreadful  oath  adjur'd;  by  Heav'n, 
"  By  Earth,  the  Mother  of  the  Gods,  I  swear! 
"  (Vows  which  the  race  of  Colchis  most  revere) 
"  To  thee  nor  aid  nor  counsel  I'll  deny, 
"  That  in  the  compass  of  my  thoughts  may  lie." 

She  said  ;  and  thus  Calciope,  "  Thy  mind 
"  Perhaps,  in  favour  of  my  Sons  inclin'd, 
"  Some  secret  art,  some  counsel  might  suggest, 
"  From  the  dire  task  to  save  our  suppliant  guest; 

"  Tis  hence  that,  urg'd  by  Argus,  I  intreat 

j 
"  Thine  aid,  and  fall  imploring  at  thy  feet." 

Thus 
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Thus  she.    With  joy  the  Virgin's  heart  o'erflows, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  blushing  purple  glows ; 
Dim  clouds  of  grief  again  her  transports  hide, 
When  in  mild  answer  thus  the  Maid  replied : 
"  In  all  that's  dearest  to  thy  soul,  I  still 
"  Shall  act  observant  of  my  Sister's  will. 
"  Ne'er  may  I  live  to  see  the  cheerful  morn 
"  Again  with  pleasures  in  her  train  return, 
"  If  I  a  wish  of  happiness  embrace 
"  Prefer'd  to  thee,  and  to  thy  much-lov'd  race! 
"  In  my  fond  heart  a  Brother's  right  they  claim, 
"  By  blood  allied,  our  tender  age  the  same; 
"  For  I,  by  more  than  Sister's  love  endear'd, 
"  Was  at  thy  bosom  as  thy  daughter  rear'd, 
"  Taught  with  thine  infant  Sons  in  thee  to  share 
"  From  earliest  youth  a  tender  Mother's  care. 
"  Go, — screen  our  purpose  from  my  Parent's  eyes, 
"  While  I  apart  my  proffer'd  aid  devise  ; 
"  And,  when  the  rising  dawn  shall  first  appear, 
"  To  Hecat's  shrine  the  magic  spells  I'll  bear/' 

D  2  Her 
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Her  suit  obtain'd,  Calciope  departs, 
And  to  her  sons  the  grateful  news  imparts. 
When  now  the  Maid's  afflicted  thoughts  pursue 
Her  plans,  secreted  from  her  Parent's  view, 
Mix'd  shame  and  grief  her  tortur'd  bosom  rend. 
Meantime  on  earth  the  shades  of  night  descend  : 
Now  wakeful  Pilots  mark  the  Northern  Bear, 
And  rising  lustre  of  Orion's  star; 
Now  hopes  some  Traveller  his  eyes  to  close, 
The  Watchman  steals  a  wish  of  soft  repose  ; 
E'en  the  fond  Mother  now  forbears  to  weep 
O'er  her  lost  babes,  and  sinks  in  balmy  sleep  ; 
Hush'd  is  the  noise  of  dogs,  rude  clamours  cease, 
And  Silence  holds  its  midnight  reign  in  peace. 
Yet  from  Medea  fly  the  sweets  of  rest, 
While  Jason's  love  with  fear  distracts  her  breast, 
Lest  vanquished  in  the  Martial  plain  he  bleed  ; 
Thought  follows  thought,  and  cares  to  cares  succeed. 
As  when  in  urns  fresh  pour'd,  the  sparkling  stream 
Darts  o'er  the  roof  the  Sun's  reflected  beam, 

Swift 
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Swift  glancing  rays  in  rapid  eddies  roll, 

So  wav'ring  passions  writhe  the  Virgin's  soul ; 

Soft  tears  of  pity  find  their  ready  way, 

And  on  her  frame  the  latent  sorrows  prey. 

Such  are  Love's  rankling  wounds,  through  every  vein 

And  inmost  nerve  quick  shoots  the  darting  pain. 

She  now  resolves  with  herbs  of  magic  charm 
'Gainst  the  dire  beasts  the  Stranger  Youth  to  arm; 
Now  chang'd,  her  first  fond  counsel  she  foregoes, 
And  meditates  by  death  to  end  her  woes  : 
Yet  a  short  moment,  and  her  wav'ring  mind 
No  more  to  one  fix'd  purpose  is  inclined, 
She  means  with  patience  HeavVs  decrees  to  wait, 
And  bow  resigned  beneath  the  will  of  Fate. 

Doubtful  she  paused;  at  length,   "Ah,  wretch !" 
"  What  varied  sorrows  all  around  me  rise!  [she  cries, 
"  Each  way  my  mind,  bereft  of  counsel,  knows 
"  No  cure,  no  respite,  to  these  heartfelt  woes. 
"  Oh!  that  I  first  by  Dian's  bow  had  bled, 
"  Ere,  by  some  God  or  vengeful  Fury  led, 

D  3  «  The 
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"  The  Sons  of  Phrixus  touched  the  Grecian  shore, 

"  And  these  dire  evils  to  our  country  bore! 

"  Fall  may  the  Youth,  if  so  the  Fates  ordain, 

"  By  me  unaided,  on  the  Martial  plain ! 

"  For  how  the  magic  potion  should  I  give? 

"  By  what  feign'd  tale  my  Parent's  ear  deceive  ? — 

"  Yet  if  apart  I  first  the  Youth  address, 

"  And  by  his  presence  sooth  my  fond  distress ! 

"  For,  ah  !  what  solace  from  his  death  can  flow ! — 

"  That,  that  would  fill  the  measure  of  my  woe. — 

"  Honour  and  shame  farewell !  preserved  by  me, 

"  Far,  far  from  Colchis,  let  the  Victor  flee! 

"  And  the  same  day  that  crowns  his  glorious  strife, 

"  By  cord  or  poison  ends  my  hated  life. 

"  Yet  after  death  would  foul  reproach  proclaim 
"  My  guilty  deeds,  and  blast  my  virgin  fame : 
"  This,  this  is  she,  the  Colchian  Maids  will  cry, 
*c  Who  for  a  Stranger's  lawless  love  could  die, 
"  And  brand  her  Father's  house  with  infamy ! 

"  Then 
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w  Then  what  disgrace  upon  my  name  were  cast ! — 
"  Oh !  may  this  night  of  sorrow  be  my  last ! 
"  Death,  sudden  death,  the  scene  of  guilt  shall  close, 
"  And  screen  my  honour  from  insulting  foes/' 

Straight  to  her  herbs  she  flies,  a  precious  store, 
Of  healing  some,  and  some  of  baneful  pow'r  : 
The  casket  plac'd  upon  her  knee,  she  sat, 
And  with  unceasing  tears  bewail'd  her  fate. 
And  now,  abandoned  to  despair,  she  sought 
From  the  dire  store  to  cull  the  pois'nous  draught. 
Unlocked  the  fatal  casket, — to  her  sight 
Rose  the  drear  Regions  of  eternal  night. 
Long  time  she  paus'd  : — before  her  eyes  appeared 
Life's  cheerful  scene,  with  all  its  joys  endeared, 
The  gay  delights  of  Youth's  exulting  reign, 
And  her  lov'd  equals  of  the  Virgin  train  : 
Each  object  seems  more  lovely,  and  the  Sun 
His  daily  course  in  brighter  orb  to  run. 

Back  to  its  place  the  casket  she  consigned, 
As  Juno's  counsels  fix'd  her  wav'ring  mind. 

D  4  She 
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She  wish'd  that  soon  the  purple  morn  might  rise, 
And  give  the  youthful  Hero  to  her  eyes. 
Her  herbs  already  she  in  thought  prepares, 
Oft,  looking  for  the  dawn,  her  door  unbars ; 
At  length  Aurora  darts  her  orient  rays, 
And  the  whole  town  its  living  scene  displays. 

Argus  (his  watchful  Brothers  left  behind 
To  wait  the  motions  of  the  Virgin's  mind) 
Himself  prepares,  back  hast'ning  to  regain 
Tl^e  Grecian  bark,  and  join  the  warlike  train. 

When  now  the  Maid  first  views  the  morn  appear, 
She  binds  the  golden  ringlets  of  her  hair 
That  lay  diffusely  o'er  her  bosom  spread, 
And  pours  fresh  sweets  of  essence  o'er  her  head; 
Dries  her  wan  cheeks,  girds  on  the  flowing  vest 
With  clasps  well  fitted  to  her  slender  waist ; 
Then  with  her  silver-woven  veil  adorn'd, 
In  loftier  gait,  as  tho'  her  woes  she  scorn'd, 
With  hasty  step  she  traverses  her  room, 
Alike  regardless  of  her  present  doom, 
And  weightier  sorrows  that  are  still  to  come, 

She 
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She  summons  straight  her  fair  attendant  band, 
Who,  near  her  chamber,  wait  her  high  command, 
In  number  twelve,  the  same  their  blooming  years, 
And  each  a  Virgin's  spotless  title  bears ; 
For  Hecat's  shrine  she  bids  them  straight  prepare 
Her  mules,  and  harness  to  her  polished  car. 
Forth  from  her  chest  a  spell  of  mighty  fame 
She  takes,  that  from  Prometheus  boasts  its  name ; 
Whoe'er  with  this  (nocturnal  rights  first  paid 
To  the  dread  Goddess  of  the  Stygian  shade) 
His  limbs  anoints,  secure  nor  pointed  steel 
Nor  the  fierce  fire's  pervading  flame  shall  feel, 
But  with  new  strength  and  vigour,  for  that  day, 
Endued,  unconquer'd  prowess  shall  display. 

This  plant  the  wild  Caucasean  summits  bore, 
(First  sprung  from  venom  of*  Prometheus'  gore, 

*  Prometheus,  the  son  of  I'apetus,  was  feigned  by  the  Poets 
to  have  animated  men  with  fire  stolen  from  Heaven,  and  for 
that  cause  to  have  been  fastened,  by  command  of  Jupiter,  on 
Mount  Caucasus,  where  he  had  his  liver  daily  preyed  upon  by 
an  Eagle. 

As 
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As  the  fell  eagle  on  his  entrails  prey'd ;) 
In  form  like  the  Corycian  Crocus  made, 
Borne  by  two  stems,  its  flower  from  earth  it  rear'd 
A  cubit's  height,  raw  flesh  its  root  appeared. 
With  juice  of  this,  as  black  as  gum  distill'd 
From  mountain  oak,  a  Caspian  shell  was  fill'd ; 
In  the  pure  stream  when  first  seven  times  the  Maid 
Had  bath'd  her  limbs,  and,  in  black  vest  array 'd, 
Seven  times,  at  midnight  hour,  by  *  Brimo's  name,. 
From  Stygian  realms  invoked  th'  imperial  Danie. 
Straight,  as  the  root  was  severed,  from  below 
Earth  murmuring  shook,  and  conscious  of  the  blow, 
Prometheus  groan'd  in  sympathizing  woe  I 
The  Maid  this  herb  selecting  from  the  rest, 
Plac'd  on  the  zone  that  binds  her  fragrant  breast* 
Then,  from  the  gate  forth  issuing,  mounts  her  car; 
With  her  the  seat  two  chosen  Virgins  share, 

*'  An  appellation  of  Proserpine,  derived  from  a  Greek  verfr 
expressive  of  terror;  Mercury  is  reported  to  have  attempted  the 
chastity  of  Proserpine,  who,  instantly  assuming  her  most  terrine 
.frighted  him  away. 

But 
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But  she  herself  the  well-wrought  lash  and  reins 

In  her  own  hand,  to  speed  her  course,  sustains. 

Swift  rolls  the  rapid  chariot,  as  the  rest 

Of  her  fair  train  behind  close  thronging  prest, 

And  ran  attendant  o'er  the  beaten  way, 

While  their  light  robes  succinct  their  knees  display. 

As  when  fresh  bath'd  in  the  *  Parthenian  tide, 
Or  where  the  streams  of  pure  -j-  Amnisus  glide, 
Borne  by  swift  hinds  some  sacred  feast  to  share, 
Stands  heavenly  Dian  in  her  golden  car ; 
With  her  the  Nymphs  attendant  haste  along, 
Some  that  to  fair  Amnisus'  fount  belong, 
Others,  to  join  her  Virgin  train,  forsake 
The  flow'ry  lawn,  rude  cliff,  or  rushy  lake ; 
Through  every  wood  the  beasts,  with  howling  cry, 
Shrink  back,  and  trembling  from  her  presence  fly : 
Thus  as  Medea  past,  the  crowd  dismayed 
With  awe  retire  before  the  Princely  Maid. 

*  The  river  Parthenius,  in  Paphlagonia. 
t  Amnisus,  in  Crete. 

Now 
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Now  she  the  town  had  left,  and,  o'er  the  plain 
Her  course  directing,  reached  the  sacred  fane, 
When  from  her  polish'd  car  she  straight  descends; 
The  train  in  silence  to  her  words  attends. 
"  Ah  me !  I  fear  lest  heedless  we  should  stray 
"  Where  these  proud  Greeks  might  cross  our  lonely  way! 
"  And  lo!  what  tumult  reigns  through  all  our  land! 
*c  No  more  in  revels  meet  the  Colchian  band. 
"  Here  then,  my  Nymphs,  unseen  of  ev'ry  eye, 
a  Indulge  your  sports,  and  give  a  loose  to  joy  ; 
"  Cull  o'er  the  tender  mead  each  fairest  flower, 
"  Nor  back  return  ye  till  th'  accustomed  hour; 
"  And  with  rich  spoils  you  back  shall  take  your  way, 
"  If  due  observance  to  my  words  you  pay. 

"  Lo!  Argus  and  Calciope  require 

"  (But  keep,  O  keep  the  secret  from  my  Sire!) 
"  That  for  large  gifts  I  would  my  succour  lend, 
"  And  this  rash  Stranger  in  the  fight  defend. 
"  I  yield  assent,  and  soon  at  my  command 
^  Th*  appointed  Youth  shall  in  my  presence  stand, 

«  So 
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66  So  in  due  shares  may  we  his  gifts  divide; — 
**  For  him  some  deadlier  potion  I'll  provide ! 
"  But  from  our  converse  far  be  ye  remov'd." 
She  said;  the  Nymphs  her  crafty  speech  approved. 

Argus,  inform'd  that  with  the  rising  day 
To  Hecat's  shrine  the  Maid  should  bend  her  way, 
Calls  .ZEson's  Son  apart  from  all  the  train, 
And  straight  conducts  him  o'er  the  well-known  plain, 
With  Mopsus,  skill'd  sure  omens  to  descry 
From  ev'ry  bird  that  skims  the  liquid  sky. 

Ne'er  in  man's  first-born  race,  who  from  above 
Deriv'd  their  line,  high  Progeny  of  Jove, 
Hero,  or  mighty  Demigod,  was  seen 
Like  Jason,  crown'd  by  Heav'n's  imperial  Queen 
With  gifts  of  soft  address,  and  beauty's  loveliest  mien. 
His  very  comrades  rapt  in  wonder  gaze, 
Such  heavenly  graces  all  around  him  blaze. 
With  joy  the  *  son  of  Ampuchus  beholds 
What  pleasing  views  his  prescient  mind  unfolds. 

*  The  Augur  Mopsus. 

Hard 


r 
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Hard  by  the  path  that  to  the  Temple  leads, 
Its  shady  boughs  a  branching  Poplar  spreads; 
Here  frequent  rooks,  a  loud  loquacious  race, 
Their  airy  mansions  on  the  summits  place. 
One  'midst  the  rest  its  quiv'ring  pinions  shook, 
And  from  above,  inspired  by  Juno,  spoke. 

"  Prophet,  unskill'd  in  what  a  child  might  know, 
"  That  from  the  Maid  no  tender  words  shall  flow, 
"  Nor  charm  the  Youth  with  love's  enchanting  strain, 
"  While  yet  appear  his  comrades  on  the  plain ; 
**  False  Prophet,  hence — for  thee,  with  sacred  fire, 
"  Nor  heavenly  Venus  nor  the  Loves  inspire/' 

Scoffing  she  said ;  when  Mopsus  smil'd  to  hear 
The  chattering  bird  its  Heav'n-sent  mandates  bear, 
And  thus  to  Jason—"  Hence  to  Hecat's  shrine, 
"  There  fav'ring  to  thy  wish  the  Maiden  join ; 
"  So  Venus  wills,  who  lends  thee  all  her  aid, 
<c  If  true  what  Phineus  late  prophetic  said. 
"  Myself  and  Argus  here  apart  will  stay : 
"  Go,  and  alone  pursue  thy  destin'd  way, 

"  Each 
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46  Each  soothing  art  of  soft  persuasion  try :" 
He  wisely  counsel'd,  and  the  Chiefs  comply. 

Meanwhile  Medea,  fix'd  in  thought,  resigned 
To  one  lov'd  object  all  her  tender  mind. 
Vain  were  the  Virgins'  sports ;  the  dance,  the  song, 
Tho'  often  varied,  yet  delights  not  long. 
Heartless  she  ceas'd,  and  o'er  the  distant  plain 
Her  eyes,  diverted  from  her  virgin  train 
With  cheek  inclined,  she  casts;  by  fears  opprest 
Her  heart  sinks  trembling  in  her  inmost  breast, 
If  but  the  sound  of  fancied  winds  she  hear, 
Or  tread  of  footstep  seems  to  meet  her  ear. 

Soon  to  her  wish  the  Youth  his  presence  gave. 
As,  high  exulting  from  the  Ocean's  wave, 
Bright  *  Sirius  beams  in  beauty's  radiant  blaze, 
But  sheds  destruction  from  his  baneful  rays ; 
The  Youth  thus  lovely  to  the  sight  appears, 
As  fair  and  fatal,  is  the  form  he  bears. 
The  Virgin's  heart  within  her  bosom  dies, 
Warm  glows  her  cheek,  dim  clouds  invest  her  eyes; 
*  The  Dog-Star.  No 
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No  pow'r  to  move  her  listless  knees  she  found, 
And  her  fix'd  feet  stood  rooted  to  the  ground. 

Now  face  to  face  (withdrawn  the  Virgin  band) 
The  princely  pair  in  awful  silence  stand, 
Like  two  tall  oaks,  or  firs  that  neighboring  grow; 
When  all  is  calm  upon  the  mountain's  brow, 
Peaceful  they  rest ;  but  when  the  winds  arise, 
Their  mingled  crash  ascends  the  distant  skies : 
So  These — but  soon  shall  rising  passions  move 
Their  souls,  excited  by  the  breath  of  love. 

The  Maid  he  view'd  with  Heav'n-sent  pangs  opprest, 
And  the  mild  purport  of  his  soul  addrest. 
"  What  fears,  O  Virgin,  in  thy  bosom  rise, 
"  While  thus  alone  I  meet  thy  bashful  eyes  ? 
"  Dread  not  in  me  a  rigid  heart  to  find, 
"  In  Greece  I  bore  no  proud  ungenerous  mind. 
"  Far  hence  thy  fears  !  since  friendly  we  are  met, 
"  Where  guilt  ne'er  enters,  in  this  hallow'd  seat, 
"  Free  be  thy  questions,  free  thine  answers  give, 
"  With  soothing  words,  ah !  seek  not  to  deceive ; 

"  Regard 
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"  Regard  the  promise  to  thy  Sister  made, 

"  And  lend,  O  lend  thine  herbs'  salubrious  aid ! 

"  Lo!  I  implore  thee,  by  thy  Parent's  love, 

"  By  awful  Hecat,  by  protecting  Jove, 

"  Who  takes  the  Guest  and  Suppliant  to  his  care! 

"  To  thee  as  Guest  and  Suppliant  I  repair. 

"  Thou  only  in  the  conflict,  if  in  vain  ^ 

"  Thine  aid  I  seek  not,  canst  my  life  sustain. 

"  Such  fair  return  as  those  that  distant  live 

"  Can  best  repay,  and  fits  thee  to  receive ;  >§ 

"  Such,  Virgin,  shall  be  thine  :  immortal  fame 

"  Shall  grace  with  tributary  praise  thy  name. 

"  Our  bark  its  warlike  Heroes  shall  restore, 

"  Thy  deeds  resounding,  to  their  natal  shore : 

"  Their  wives  and  parents,  that  expecting  stand, 

"  And  mourn  their  absence  on  the  Grecian  strand, 

"  Grateful  to  thee  shall  bid  their  blessings  flow, 

"  By  thee  redeemed  from  Fate's  impending  blow. 

"  Nor  once  in  vain  implor'd  a  Virgin's  aid 

"  Great  Theseus,  rescued  by  the  Cretan  Maid, 

E  «  (Daughter 
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"  (Daughter  of  Minos,  by  Pasiphae  borne, 

"  Pasiphae's  Sire  the  God  that  gilds  the  morn ;) 

C{  With  him,  as  Minos  soon  his  wrath  forbore, 

"  She  mounts  the  bark,  and  leaves  her  native  shore : 

"  Now,  by  the  Gods  belov'd,  her  sparkling  rays, 

"  A  starry  crown, 'midst  HeavVs  bright  regions  blaze. 

"  Nor  less  on  thee  shall  Heav'n's  high  favour  wait, 

"  That  guard'st  an  Host  of  Heroes  from  their  fate : 

"  And  well  thy  gentle  manners  may  be  seen 

"  In  the  mild  graces  of  thy  beauteous  mien." 

Thus  as  in  sounds  of  sweet  applause  he  said, 
A  lovely  smile  her  glowing  cheeks  overspread ; 
Her  downcast  look  bespeaks  the  love  of  praise, 
That  round  her  melting  heart  in  secret  plays. 
And  as  at  length  she  rears  her  glancing  eyes, 
Her  tongue  the  dictates  of  her  heart  denies  ; 
She  knew  not  yet,  tho'  laboring  oft  to  speak, 
How  first  the  painful  silence  she  should  break, 
But  wish'd  at  once,  her  thoughts  so  closely  prest, 
To  utter  all  that  rush'd  upon  her  breast. 

Straight 
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Straight  from  her  zone  with  bounteous  hand  she  gives 
The  proffer'd  herb,  which  joyful  he  receives : 
The  Maid  as  freely  had  her  life  bestow'd, 
Such  charms  in  Jason's  radiant  beauties  glow'd ; 
Effulgent  grace  o'erpow'rs  her  dazzled  sight, 
And  her  soul  melts  in  dreams  of  soft  delight. 
Thus  on  the  blowing  rose  dissolves  away 
The  dew-drop,  warm'd  by  Phoebus'  orient  ray. 

Now  on  the  ground  abash'd  they  look,  and  now, 
With  smiles  that  beam'd  beneath  their  joyful  brow, 
From  each  to  each  the  mutual  glances  ran  ; 
With  faltering  voice  at  length  the  Maid  began. 

"  Learn  how  to  Thee  I  grant  the  promised  aid, 
44  While  strict  observance  to  my  counsel's  paid. 
44  Soon  as  my  Sire  the  Serpent's  teeth  shall  yield, 
44  And  bids  thee  sow  them  in  the  Martial  field, 
44  In  equal  parts  the  midnight  hour  divide, 
44  Thy  limbs  first  bath'd  beneath  the  living  tide, 
44  Then  all  alone,  array 'd  in  black  attire, 
44  Sink  a  round  foss,  there  light  the  sacred  fire ; 

E  2  "  A  female 
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"  A  female  lamb,  th'  appointed  victim,  slay, 
"  Entire  its  carcass  on  the  altar  lay ; 
"  With  soothing  pray'rs  dread  Hecat's  name  implore, 
"  And  fragrant  honey  from  thy  goblet  pour ; 
"  The  Goddess  straight  propitiate,  and  retire 
66  With  awful  rev'rence  from  the  lighted  pyre, 
"  Nor  at  the  tread  of  footsteps,  nor  the  cry 
"  Of  howling  dogs,  revert  thy  daring  eye, 
"  For  so  the  potent  charm  thou  wilt  defeat, 
"  Nor  back  with  honour  to  thy  train  retreat. 
"  Next  morn,  distilling  o'er  each  polish'd  joint 
"  This  magic  unguent,  all  thy  limbs  anoint : 
"  Endu'd  by  this  with  more  than  manly  force, 
"  The  Gods  thou'lt  equal  in  thy  daring  course. 
"  In  this  alike  thy  spear,  thy  sword,  and  shield 
"  Be  dipt,  to  guard  thee  in  the  Martial  field : 
"  Nor  earth-born  hosts  shall  pierce  thy  deathless  frame, 
"  Nor  Bulls  whose  nostrils  glow  with  living  flame. 
"  Such  for  a  single  day,  my  spells  retain 
*  Their  force;  do  thou  thine  arduous  task  sustain. 

"  Take 


they.y 

"  I 

lair-   J 
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"  Take  thou  this  further  counsel :  when  thine  hand 

"  Hathyok'd  the  Bulls,  and  ploughed  the  stubborn  land, 

"  When,  as  are  sown  the  Serpent's  teeth,  the  field 

"  Its  destined  crop  a  Giant  host  shall  yield, 

"  Cast'midst  their  ranks  a  ponderous  stone,  and  they, 

"  Like  famish'd  dogs  contending  o'er  their  prey, 

"  Shall  each  with  mutual  wounds  his  comrade  slay; 

"  Then  rush  impetuous  on  th'  expiring  foes, 

"  And  the  dire  scene  with  final  slaughter  close. 

"  Success  thus  crowns  thine  arms  ;  the  Golden  Fleece 

"  Shall  far  from*  ^Ea  be  convey 'd  to  Greece; 

"  Thou  too  at  will  far  distant  may'st  retire, 

"  Far — far  from  hence — if  such  thy  soul's  desire.* 

She  said ;  nor  from  the  ground  her  eyelids  rears, 
While  down  her  cheeks  fast  flow  the  trickling  tears; 
Distrust  and  fear  her  anxious  bosom  move, 
Lest  far  from  her  o'er  distant  seas  he  rove: 


*  The  Metropolis  of  the  Colchians,  surrounded  by  die  river 
Phasis :  the  place  where  the  Golden  Fleece  was  kept  in  a  wooxi 
sacred  to  Mars- 

E  3  Then, 
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Then,  as  more  bold  she  dares  her  eyelids  raise, 

His  hand  she  takes,  and  sorrowing  thus  she  says, 

"  O  think,  alas !  (if,  Stranger,  it  is  true 

"  That  thou  must  needs  thine  homeward  course  pursue) 

"  Think  of  Medea's  name !  as  thine  by  me 

"  Shall  still  remember'd,  and  still  honour'd  be. 

"  Say,  what's  thy  Country  nam'd  ?  O  freely  tell, 

"  Where  o'er  the  boundless  ocean  do'st  thou  dwell? 

"  Lies  near  Orchomenus  thy  native  soil  ? 

"  Or  nearer  bord'ring  on  th'  ^Eaean  isle  ? 

"  Say  too,  what  Nymph  so  high  renown'd  is  she, 

"  Sprung  from  my  Sire's  own  blood,  ^Pasiphae?" 

She  ceas'd.   The  Youth,  upon  whose  melting  soul 
Love  through  the  Virgin's  tender  sorrows  stole, 
Straight  answering  cries,  "  Nor  ever  shall  depart 
"  By  night,  or  day,  thy  image  from  my  heart, 
"  If,  by  thy  aid  preserv'd,  to  Greece  I  fly, 

"  Nor  heavier  task  jEeta  shall  supply. 

"  But  if  my  far  fam'd  country  thou  wouldst  know, 
"  Free  from  my  tongue  the  grateful  tale  shall  flow. 
*  Dar  hter  of  the  Sun.  "  A  Land 
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"  A  Land  there  is,  by  lofty  mountains  crown'd, 

"  Where  fruitful  pastures,  and  rich  herbs  abound* 

"  Prometheus,  of  lapetus  the  son, 

"  There  gave  to  light  renown'd  Deucalion, 

"  Who  first  of  Cities  the  foundation  laid, 

"  Built  shrines,  and  men  by  laws  of  empire  sway'd. 

"  This  Land,  no  less  for  many  a  City  fam'd 

"  Than  our  lolchos,  is  Haemonia  nam'd. 

"  But  why  my  birth-place  should  I  vainly  tell? 

"  Or  on  the  praise  of  Ariadne  dwell? 

"  For  such  the  Virgin's  name  that  you  require, 

"  Who  boasts  the  kingly  Minos  for  her  Sire. 

"  Oh!  might  your  Sire  like  hers  indulgent  prove, 
"  Whocrown'd  brave  Theseus  with  his  daughter's  love  T 

Thus  with  soft  words  he  sooth'd  the  Virgin's  ear, 
Deep  sinks  her  heart  beneath  its  load  of  care. 
"  Haply  in  Greece  (returns  the  plaintive  Maid) 
"  To  plighted  faith  due  reverence  is  paid : 
"  But  from  jEeta  Minos  differs  far, 
"  Nor  I  with  Ariadne  may  compare.—* 

E  4  "  Name 
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"  Name  then  the  bonds  of  social  faith  no  more, 

"  But,  back  returning  to  thy  natal  shore, 

"  Still — for  'tis  all  I  ask — remember  me ! 

"  As,  in  my  Sire's  despite,  my  soul  shall  dwell  on  thee. 

"  Fame,  or  some  bird,  swift  messenger  of  air, 

"  If  thou  art  false,  shall  straight  the  tidings  bear  : 

"  Then  on  the  tempest's  wing,  o'er  boundless  sea 

"  I'd  fly,  to  charge  thee  with  thy  perfidy  ! 

"  Oh !  that  I  then  before  thy  face  could  stand, 

"  And  say — Thou  ow'st  thy  safety  to  my  hand!" 

Fresh  flow'd  the  tears,  as  thus  Medea  said; 
The  quick  reply  with  gen'rous  warmth  he  made ; 
"  Hence,  honour'd  Nymph,  thy  messenger  of  air, 
"  Far  fly  thy  tempest,  far  thy  groundless  fear ! 
"•  But,  if  to  fair  Achaia  thou  wilt  go, 
"  On  thee  all  rev'rence  shall  our  state  bestow ; 
"  Thou,  as  a  Goddess,  shalt  the  vows  engage 
**  Alike  of  every  Sex  and  every  Age, 
"  When  to  their  longing  arms  restored  they  see 
«  Their  friends,  sons,  husbands, — all  restored  by  thee; 

"  Then 
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"  Then  should'st  thou  deign  my  bridal  bed  to  grace, 
"  Our  mutual  love  death  only  shall  erase." 

His  words  her  bosom  melt,  but  to  her  eyes 
In  horror  still  the  dreary  prospects  rise ; 
Nor  long  the  Virgin  shall  her  fate  withstand, 
Ere  she  for  Greece,  by  Juno  pre-ordain'd 
The  *  scourge  of  Pelias,  quits  her  native  land. 

Meanwhile  behind,  to  wait  th'  event,  remain 
In  anxious  silence  all  the  female  train. 
Th'  appointed  hour  now  calls  the  Maid  away, 
Nor  ever  thought  she  of  the  fleeting  day, 
(Such  lively  transports  in  her  bosom  glow, 
So  fair  his  form,  so  sweet  his  accents  flow.) 
When  He,  more  cautious, — "  Hence  let  us  retire, 
"  Ere  the  faint  Sun's  descending  rays  expire. 
"  Here  may  we  meet  again,  while  yet,  unseen 
"  Of  foreign  eye,  love's  interview  we  screen.'' 

*  The  cause  given  by  Apollonius  of  Juno's  enmity  against 
Pelias,  is  her  having  been  omitted  by  him  in  a  general  sacrifice 
to  the  Gods.  She  favours  the  expedition  of  the  Argonauts,  in 
order  to  make  Medea  the  instrument  of  her  revenge. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  each  other's  ear,  before  they  part, 
They  pour  the  soft  effusions  of  their  heart. 
He,  while  his  breast  with  joy  triumphant  glows, 
Back  to  his  ship  and  faithful  comrades  goes ; 
She  to  her  Nymphs  retires.    Th'  assiduous  train 
Flock  all  around,  but  flock  around  in  vain; 
Their  soothing  arts  unnoticed  they  apply  : 
While  her  rapt  soul  mounts  upward  to  the  sky, 
Her  feet  spontaneous  climb  the  rapid  car, 
Her  hands  the  reins  and  lash  well-polish'd  bear ; 
The  ready  mules  her  urging  voice  obey, 
And  to  the  city  homeward  speed  their  way. 

Calciope,  with  many  a  fear  possest 
For  her  lov'd  Sons,  oft  questioning  addrest 
Th*  unheeding  Maid,  whose  troubled  thoughts  deny 
The  power  to  hear,  or  spirit  to  reply ; 
But  on  a  lowly  footstool,  by  her  bed, 
Pensive  she  sits ;  her  hand  supports  her  head, 
Her  eye  still  moist  beneath  her  clouded  brow, 
And  her  dark  mind  involved  in  deeds  of  woe. 

She 
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She  seeks  by  what  new  counsel  she  may  sate 
Her  soul's  desire,  and  work  the  will  of  Fate. 

Now  to  the  spot  back  hastening,  where  behind 
They  wait  th'  event,  the  Chief  his  comrades  join'd  ; 
With  them  returning  o'er  the  plain  he  flew, 
To  bear  his  tidings  to  th'  expecting  Crew. 
They  round  their  welcomed  Chief,  with  new  desire, 
Impatient  throng,  and  all  th'  event  require. 
He  told  the  secret  counsels  of  the  Maid, 
And  to  their  sight  the  magic  herb  displayed, 
Idas  alone,  apart  from  all  the  rest, 
Still  feeds  the  rankling  choler  in  his  breast. 
They  in  their  mutual  cares,  while  peace  and  joy 
Theie  bosom  fill,  the  hours  of  night  employ. 


OF  THE  SECOND   BOOK. 
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AT  morn  two  Chiefs,  ^SEthalides  the  Son 
Of  Hermes,  and  the  warlike  Telamon, 
Are  sent,  deputed  from  the  martial  band, 
The  seed  of  fierce  jEeta  to  demand. 
Their  course  they  sped.    On  them  the  King  bestows 
The  Serpent's  teeth,  dire  seed  of  earth-born  foes. 
Th'  Aonian  Serpent,  plac'd  with  watchful  care 
To  guard  the  *  fountain  of  the  God  of  War, 
Fell,  by  the  hand  of  mighty  -f  Cadmus  slain, 
Who  sought  Europa  o'er  the  Theban  plain, 

*  The  fountain  of  Dirce,  near  Thebes  in  Bceotia. 

f  Son  of  Agenor  King  of  Phoenicia.     The  following  is  the 
fabulous  account  of  his  founding  the  city  of  Thebes. 

Where, 
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Where,  by  the  mandates  of  the  Delphic  God, 
A  guiding  heifer  mark'd  his  fix'd  abode. 
His  teeth,  by  Pallas  from  the  monster  torn, 
Were  straight  to  Cadmus  and  .ZEeta  borne 
In  equal  gifts  ;  when  part  were  sown  to  yield 
Their  earth-born  warriors  on  th'  Aonian  field : 
Cadmus,  of  those  that  from  their  mutual  fate 
Alive  were  rescued,  formed  his  rising  state. 
What  of  this  serpent's  baneful  teeth  remain, 
Free  gives  ./Beta  to  the  Grecian  train: 
No  Chief,  he  thought,  the  combat  could  survive, 
Tho'  he  the  beasts  should  dare  to  yoke,  and  live. 

The  Sun,  now  setting  in  the  Western  skies, 
O'er  hills  remote,  to  unknown  regions  flies. 
Night  joins  her  steeds :  for  each  their  humble  bed 
The  warlike  Crew  beneath  their  halser  spread. 

Jason,  as  now  the  Northern  Bear  her  light 
Inclined,  and  silence  rul'd  the  solemn  night, 
To  secret  haunt  with  wary  step  retires, 
(By  day  provided  what  his  task  requires.) 

The 
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The  milk,  and  female  victim  to  prepare 

Fresh  from  the  bleating  fold,  was  Argus'  care. 

A  spot  unknown  to  man's  resort  he  finds, 

Where,  through  irriguous  meads,  a  river  winds 

Its  peaceful  course,  and  straight  beneath  the  waves 

His  limbs  the  Chief 'with  due  observance  laves. 

Then,  o'er  his  back  a  vest  of  sable  hue, 

The  gift  of  fair  *  Hypsipyla,  he  threw, 

(Pledge  of  their  tender  love  ;)  The  foss  now  made 

A  cubit's  depth,  the  sacred  pile  he  laid ; 

On  this  the  slaughter'd  victim  he  extends, 

And  through  the  brands  the  kindled  fire  ascends : 

Pour'd  o'er  the  flames,  his  mix'd  libations  flow 

To  Hecat,  summon'd  from  the  shades  below. 

Back  he  retreats :  his  call  the  Goddess  hears 

From  the  deep  shades,  and  at  his  rites  appears. 

Snakes,  twin'd  with  wreaths  of  oak,  her  temples  crown'd, 

And  torches  shot  their  dazzling  blaze  around; 

*  Daughter  of  Thoas,  and  Queen  of  Lemnos — mentioned  in 
the  i  st  Book  of  Apollonius  as  having  received  Jason  in  his 
way  to  Colchis. 

Infernal 
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Infernal  dogs  her  sacred  steps  attend, 
While  the  pierc'd  air  with  hideous  yell  they  rend. 
Earth,  as  she  pass'd,  from  its  foundation  shakes, 
Loud  shriek  th'  affrighted  Naiads  from  the  lakes, 
And  River-Nymphs  that  on  the  banks  reside 
Where  *  Amaranthian  Phasis  rolls  its  tide. 
Fear  strikes  great  Jason's  heart :  as  back  he  flew, 
His  eyes  he  turn'd  not,  ere  he  join'd  the  Crew. 

Now  o'er  the  snowy  Caucasus,  the  night 
Dispell'd,  Aurora  sheds  her  silver  light ; 
When  straight  prepared  ^Eeta  to  invest, 
With  the  firm  corslet,  his  undaunted  breast, 
(The  gift  of  Mars,  and  spoils  of  Mimas,  slain 
By  Mars  himself  on  the  Phlegraean  plain  ;) 
Next,  with  four  crests  of  waving  plumage  grac'd, 
A  golden  helmet  on  his  head  he  plac'd, 
Round  as  the  flaming  orb,  when  first  his  rays 
The  Sun,  emerging  from  the  sea,  displays. 

*  Called  so  from  the  name  of  the  nation  whence  the  river  first 
derived  its  source. 

Well- 
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Well-pois'd  he  bears  the  many-folded  shield, 
And  his  strong  arms  a  pond'rous  jav'lin  wield, 
Which  not  a  Chief  of  all  the  Grecian  band 
Could  rear,  from  earth  uplifting,  in  his  hand, 
Since  great  *  Alcides  by  his  comrade  host 
Was  left,  abandoned  on  the  Mysian  coast : 
Nor  other  Chief  could  raise  beta's  spear, 
None  else  his  equal  in  the  works  of  war. 

Near  with  the  ready-harness'd  car  his  Son 
Assiduous  stands,  the  youthful  Phaeton  : 
The  King  ascends,  the  reigns  his  hand  obey, 
Straight  o'er  the  beaten  track  he  takes  his  way, 
To  judge  th'  appointed  combat.    By  his  side 
The  Colchians  rush  in  one  impetuous  tide. 

As,  when  his  course  to  ~f  Isthmian  games  he  bends. 
Great  Ocean's  God  his  rapid  car  ascends, 

*  The  account  of  Hercules  being  left  in  Mysia,  is  given  by 
Apollonius,  Book  ist. 

f  Solemn  games  celebrated  at  Corinth  in  honour  of  Neptune. 
The  Promontory  of  Taenarus,  &c.  were  places  in  Greece  con- 
secrated to  the  same  Deity. 

Whether 


BOOK  III.]       MEDEA  AND  JASON.          65 

Whether  his  way  by  Taenarus  he  take, 
Onchestus'  wood,  or  Lerna's  sacred  lake, 
Whether  to  Calaureia  he  proceeds, 
Or  through  Haemonian  Petra  drives  his  steeds, 
Or  where  Geraestus  rears  her  oaken  groves : 
Such  great  JEet'd  to  the  combat  moves. 

Meanwhile,  as  tutor'd  by  the  Colchian  Maid, 
Jason  his  spear,  his  shield,  and  martial  blade, 
With  magic  spell  anoints :  his  comrade  train 
Try  all  their  efforts  on  his  arms  in  vain ; 
The  spear  no  powers  of  human  force  can  bend, 
Such  potent  arts  the  tempered  steel  defend, 
Idas,  whose  breast  with  ceaseless  fury  glows, 
Aims  at  its  pointed  head  redoubled  blows, 
But,  as  an  hammer  on  the  anvil  sounds, 
From  the  vain  stroke  his  blunted  sword  rebounds. 
In  loud  applause  th'  exulting  Heroes  join'd, 
As  future  conquests  fir'd  each  ardent  mind. 
Next  with  the  spell  the  Chief  his  limbs  embrues, 
The  magic  herbs  unwonted  strength  infuse; 

F  New 
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New  pow'rs,  ineffable,  his  joints  sustain* 

Knit  his  firm  hands,  and  swell  in  every  vein. 

As  trained  to  war,  and  panting  for  the  fight, 

The  neighing  steed  comes  glorying  in  his  might, 

With  ears  erect,  aloft  his  head  he  bears, 

And  with  proud  hoof  the  plain  exulting  tears ; 

Thus  priding  in  his  strength,  with  lofty  bound, 

And  tow'ring  footsteps  that  disdain  the  ground, 

The  warlike  Chief  advanced,  while  either  hand 

The  ponderous  shield  and  brandished  spear  sustained. 

*  Nor  long  the  Warriors  shall  the  combat  wait ; 
Fix'd  at  their  oars  the  crew  in  order  sat : 

And  now  the  bark  had  born  the  godlike  train 
Fast  by  the  borders  of  the  Martial  plain ; 
The  plain  as  distant  from  the  city  lies 
As  when,  t'adorn  some  Hero's  obsequies, 
The  Chiefs  who  fix  the  prizes  of  the  race, 
A  goal  in  distance  from  a  barrier  place. 

*  The  similes  in  this  and  a  following  passage  appearing  too 
much  crowded,  one  in  each  place  is  omitted. 

There 
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There  they  the  Colchians  meet,  and  Colchian  King, 
These  on  the  steep  Caucasean  summits  cling, 
While  he  comes  rolling  in  his  stately  pride 
On  the  green  banks  that  crown  the  Phasian  tide. 
When  now  the  Crew  their  halsers  fix'd  to  land, 
Forth  springs  the  Chief  impetuous  on  the  strand ; 
Dauntless,  he  grasps  his  spear  and  massy  shield, 
With  the  dire  teeth  his  glittering  helm  is  fill'd, 
His  shoulders  of  their  robes  are  disarray 'd, 
But,  hung  across,  bright  gleams  his  warlike  blade : 
Semblance  of  Mars  his  dauntless  looks  afford, 
In  grace  like  Phoebus  with  the  golden  sword. 
His  eye  straight  darting  o'er  the  furrow'd  ground, 
The  plough  of  solid  adamant  he  found, 
And  yokes  of  brass ;  that  way  his  feet  advance, 
On  the  sharp  point  is  fixt  his  quivVing  lance, 
Hard-by  on  earth  his  beaming  helm  is  plac'd; 
Arm'd  with  his  shield  alone,  the  paths  he  trac'd, 
Where  o'er  the  plain  the  beasts  had  newly  trod, 
And  tracked  their  footsteps  to  their  dark  abode; 

*  3  From 
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From  a  deep  cave,  impervious  to  the  eye, 
Where  they  in  clouds  of  smoke  envelop' d  lie, 
Straight  rushing  forth  abreast  the  monsters  came, 
And  from  their  nostrils  breath'd  the  living  flame. 

Fear  strikes  the  Chiefs ;  but  dauntless  he  remain'd, 
And  with  firm  foot  th'  impetuous  shock  sustain'd. 
Thus,  when  rough  blasts  the  wintry  seas  deform, 
Firm  stands  the  rock,  and  braves  the  dashing  storm. 

The  Warrior  bears  his  shield  before  his  breast, 
When  with  loud  roar  advanced  each  raving  beast ; 
Dire  blows  they  deal  with  pointed  horns  in  vain, 
He  quits  not  thus  the  well-contested  plain. 
As  when  hot  metals  in  a  furnace  glow, 
Inflate  with  wind  the  heaving  forges  blow, 
Quick  sparks  by  turns,  with  new  rekindled  fire, 
Shine  glist'ning  forth,  again  by  turns  expire, 
Till  raging  flames,  as  fiercer  they  ascend, 
From  the  vast  deep  an  hollow  murmur  send ; 
Thus  o'er  the  plain  far  heard  the  monsters  roar, 
As  from  their  mouths  the  fiery  stream  they  pour. 

The 
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The  flames,  as  lightning,  vainly  round  him  play'd, 
Secur'd  by  favour  of  the  Colchian  Maid. 
Straight  by  his  horns  the  farther  beast  he  took, 
And  drag'd  him  struggling  to  the  brazen  yoke, 
Then,  with  supplanted  hoof,  aloft  he  rears, 
And  to  the  ground  the  sinking  monster  bears : 
One  conflict  more; — and  lo!  an  equal  fate 
Shares,  by  like  force  subdu'd,  the  savage  mate. 
(On  earth  at  random  thrown  his  weighty  shield) 
Sunk  on  their  knees  each  beast  the  Victor  held, 
While  here  and  there,  by  flames  encompass'd  round, 
With  varying  feet  he  shifts  the  dangerous  ground. 
His  strength  ^Eeta  views  with  wond'ring  eyes ; 
Meanwhile  the  *  Sons  of  Tyndarus  arise, 
And  (such  to  each  his  previous  task  ordaiiul) 
The  yokes  uplifted  bear  to  Jason's  hand  ; 
These  o'er  the  monsters'  bended  necks  he  flings, 
The  beam  suspending  by  its  brazen  rings. 
Back  from  the  flames  the  princely  Youth  withdrew, 
And  in  their  vessel  join'd  the  Grecian  crew. 

*  Castor  and  Pollux.  F  3  Straight 


70          MEDEA  AND  JASON.      [Bqpx  III. 

Straight  o'er  his  back  the  Warrior  cast  his  shield, 
Resum'd  his  loaded  helmet  from  the  field, 
Like  herdsman's  goad  his  pointed  spear  he  bore, 
Whose  pungent  thrusts  the  bleeding  monsters  gore. 
His  adamantine  plough,  with  skilful  hand, 
He  firmly  guided  o'er  the  furrow'd  land, 
While  yet  the  beasts,  with  fury  unreprest, 
Pour'd  forth  the  flaming  deluge  from  their  breast ; 
Loud  rose  their  blasts,  and  fierce  as  is  the  gale 
When  frighten'd  sailors  furl  the  swelling  sail : 
Urg'cl  by  the  goading  weapon  they  pursu'd 
Their  course,  and  soon  the  stubborn  glebe  subdu'd ; 
The  glebe  alike  its  tiller's  strength  confest, 
And  matchless  labours  of  each  toiling  beast. 
Still  as  the  plough  turns  up  the  furrow'd  ground, 
The  ponderous  clods  o'er  all  the  field  resound. 
Firm  o'er  the  lands  the  dauntless  hero  treads, 
Whilst  all  around  the  scatter'd  teeth  he  spreads; 
Yet  oft  he  turns,  oft  casts  his  watchful  eyes, 
Lest  the  dire  crop  of  earth-born  foes  should  rise. 

Nor 
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Nor  sunk  the  beasts  beneath  their  ceaseless  toil, 
Their  brazen  hoofs  still  beat  the  Martial  soil. 

When  yet  remained  from  morn's  first  opening  ray 
Scarce  the  third  portion  of  declining  day, 
And  wearied  hinds  hope  shortly  to  relieve 
Their  finished  task  with  joys  of  coming  eve, 
Four  acres  of  the  soil  were  till'd ;  and  now 
Are  loos'd  th"  unharness'd  monsters  from  the  plough, 
Wild  terror  urg'd  them  scouring  o'er  the  plain ; 
When  straight  the  Chief  rejoins  his  warlike  train, 
Ere  on  the  barren  furrows  he  could  trace 
The  promised  harvest  of  the  earth-born  race. 

His  friends  in  crowds  assembling  round  him  prest, 
And  breath'd  new  spirit  in  his  dauntless  breast. 
Beneath  the  stream  his  helm  he  plung'd,  and  sought 
To  quench  his  thirst  with  the  refreshing  draught; 
His  limbs  he  feels  with  livelier  force  endu'd, 
And  his  great  soul  in  all  its  pow'rs  renew'd. 

Thus  the  fell  boar  collected  takes  his  stand, 
And  whets  his  tusks  against  the  hunter  band, 

p  4  While 
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While  rage  impetuous  in  his  bosom  glows, 
And  from  his  mouth  the  foaming  venom  flows. 

Now  o'er  the  field  of  Mars,  with  pointed  spears, 
Bright  helms,  and  shields,  th' embattled  host  appears; 
High  waving  o'er  the  plain  the  weapons  rise, 
And  dart  a  blazing  radiance  to  the  skies. 

As  when,  descending  through  the  shades  of  night, 
The  fleecy  snow  hath  spent  its  feather'd  flight, 
Each  wintry  cloud  by  rising  storms  dispell'd, 
Thick  shine  the  stars  through  Heav'n's  dark  veil  beheld ; 
So,  sprung  from  earth,  th'  unnumber'd  host  displays 
Its  radiant  arms,  and  shoots  a  dazzling  blaze. 

But  Jason,  ever  mindful,  to  his  aid 
Applies  the  counsels  of  the  Colchian  Maid  ; 
Straight  from  the  field  his  hands  uplifted  bear 
A  stone,  the  *  discus  of  the  God  of  War, 
So  vast  its  weight,  that  not  four  Youths,  renown'd 
For  active  strength,  could  rear  it  from  the  ground. 

*  A  quoit  of  round  stone  or  iron,  used  in  ancient  exercises. 

This, 


BOOK  III.]       MEDEA  AND  JASON.  73 

This,  'midst  the  embattled  squadron  of  his  foes, 
HurFd  from  his  arm,  with  matchless  force  he  throws, 
And,  though  his  heart  with  conscious  valour  beats, 
Awhile  the  Chief  behind  his  shield  retreats. 
Aloud  the  Colchians  shout,  like  waves  that  roar 
When  dash'd  by  tempests  on  the  rocky  shore : 
The  King  himself  stands  speechless  in  surprise, 
As  through  the  air  the  missile  discus  flies. 
When  now  the  Host,  like  dogs  whom  rage  inspires 
In  savage  fight,  by  mutual  wounds  expires, 
Fall'n  on  their  parent  earth,  as  on  the  ground 
The  storm-rent  pines  and  tumbling  oaks  resound. 

As  shoots  a  star  from  Heav'n's  aerial  plain, 
And  marks  its  passage  with  a  fiery  train, 
While  wondering  mortals  on  the  omen  gaze, 
Tracing  through  midnight  gloom  its  airy  blaze; 
Thus,  his  bright  falchion  glittering  in  his  hand, 
Great  Jason  rush'd  amidst  the  hostile  band; 
Through  crowded  ranks  he  mows  his  fatal  way, 
Promiscuous  wounds  the  mangled  Herpes  slay : 

Some 
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Some  fall,  in  havoc  of  tumultuous  fight, 
Half  hid  in  earth  and  half  exposed  to  light ; 
High  as  their  shoulders  some  ;  these  standing  share 
One  common  fate  with  those  that  rush  to  war. 

As,  when  the  foe  lays  waste  a  neighboring  plain, 
Some  tiller,  anxious  for  his  rising  grain, 
Cuts  from  its  tender  stem  th'  unripen'd  blade, 
Ere  yet  the  spoiler  can  his  crop  invade, 
Nor  waits  the  season  when  the  summer's  ray 
Should  to  his  eyes  the  golden  corn  display ; 
So  Jason's  arms  the  rising  squadrons  mow : 
Deep  drench'd  with  blood  the  streaming  furrows  flow. 

Some  fall  supine  ;  some  pierc'd  with  deadly  wound 
Sink  prone  on  earth,  and  dying  bite  the  ground ; 
These,  on  the  side  stretch'd  out,  their  bulk  display, 
As  whales  enormous,  to  the  face  of  day ; 
Those,  ere  on  earth  their  feet  advance,  expir'd, 
High  as  they  late  above  the  plain  aspir'd, 
So  low  on  earth  their  drooping  heads  descend. 
Thus  tender  plants  beneath  the  torrent  bend  ; 

By 
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By  storms  uprooted  from  their  genial  soil, 
Low  bow  their  heads,  and  mock  the  planter's  toil ; 
Keen  anguish  wrings  th'  afflicted  owner's  breast: 
Nor  lighter  pangs  beta's  soul  possest. 

And  now  the  King,  revolving  in  his  mind, 
If  yet  some  harder  task  may  be  assign'd, 
Back  with  the  Colchian  train  pursues  his  way, 
The  combat  ending  with  the  close  of  day. 
Rage  fill'd  the  Tyrant's  bosom,  when  he  found 
Success  with  glory  had  the  Victor  crown'd: 
A  nightly  council  with  his  Chiefs  he  holds, 
There  all  his  art,  and  all  his  rage  unfolds ; 
Distrust,  and  dark  suspicions  he  betray'd, 
A  deed  so  bold  confest  his  daughter's  aid. 

Meanwhile  as  Juno's  counsels  had  imprest 
New  scenes  of  terror  on  the  Virgin's  breast, 
She  starts,  she  trembles,  like  the  bounding  fawn, 
The  hunter's  cry  loud  echoing  o'er  the  lawn. 
She  thinks  the  secret  to  her  Sire  disclos'd, 
And  sees  her  guilt  to  all  his  rage  expos'd ; 

Her 
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Her  handmaids  conscious  of  the  deed  she  fears, 
Her  eyes  dart  flames,  dire  sounds  pervade  her  ears- 
Oft  is  her  hand  uprais'd  in  wild  despair, 
And  from  her  head  oft  torn  the  braided  hair; 
And  now,  with  cries  of  anguish,  had  she  sought 
A  death  untimely  from  the  pois'nous  draught, 
Thus  fruitless  all  had  Juno's  plans  been  laid. 
Had  not  the  Goddess  urg'd  the  timorous  Maid 
With  Phrixus'  sons  to  take  her  sudden  flight: 
Fresh  springs  her  heart,  and  glows  with  new  delight. 
Collecting  from  her  cask  her  magic  hoard, 
The  baneful  poisons  on  her  breast  she  pour'd. 
Her  bed  she  kist,  each  object  she  embraced, 
As  each  lov'd  scene  with  parting  eyes  she  trac'd. 
Straight  her  uplifted  hands,  in  anguish,  tear 
A  flowing  lock  from  her  disheveled  hair ; 
This,  in  remembrance  of  her  virgin  fame, 
She  leaves,  and,  calling  on  Idya's  name, 
In  grief  exclaims, — "  This  ringlet,  while  I  fly, 
*'  This,  honour'd  Parent,  shall  my  place  supply  : 

«  While 
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"While  thus  thy  Child,  for  ever  from  thy  view 

"  Far  hence  to  wander,  bids  the  last  adieu! 

"  Farewell  Calciope !  to  all  that  dwell 

"  In  my  paternal  dome  a  long  farewell! — 

66  Oh !  had  the  bark  in  stormy  seas  been  lost, 

"  That  bore  thee,  Stranger,  to  the  Colchian  coast!" 

Thus  in  the  frenzy  of  despair  she  cries, 
While  floods  of  grief  fall  streaming  from  her  eyes. 
As  when  a  Virgin  captive,  who  of  late 
Had  shar'd  in  war  her  vanquish'd  Country's  fate, 
Flies  from  some  Tyrant's  Dome  ere  yet  she  know* 
What  arduous  task  her  servile  bonds  impose  ; 
Thus  forth  impetuous  rush'd  the  lovely  Maid : 
And,  as  the  bolts  her  magic  charm  obey'd, 
The  doors  wide  opening  flew.     A  devious  road 
Barefoot  through  many  a  winding  path  she  trod ; 
One  hand  o'er  all  her  beauteous  visage  folds 
Her  robe,  while  one  the  utmost  border  holds. 
Thus,  when  the  city's  spacious  walls  were  past, 
O'er  trackless  wilds  she  fled  with  tim'rous  haste, 

And, 
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And,  of  the  guards  unseen,  pursu'd  her  way, 
Where  tow'rds  the  shrine  her  well-known  passage  lay. 
There  'midst  entangled  roots,  o'er  heaps  of  dead, 
She  oft  was  wont  with  nightly  step  to  tread, 
(Such  the  dire  practice  of  the  magic  crew;) 
Her  heart  with  fears  still  panted  as  she  flew. 

Bright  Cynthia  rising  saw  the  frantic  Maid, 
And  to  herself  in  secret  triumph  said ; 
"  Not  I  alone  to  *  Latmian  caves  shall  rove, 
"  Nor,  single,  burn  for  an  Endymion's  love : 
"  Oft  wast  thou  wont  with  thine  insidious  strain 
"  To  mind  me,  Traitress,  of  my  lover's  pain, 
"  That  thou  secure  might'st  pass  the  moonless  nights 
"  In  the  dark  horrors  of  thy  mistic  rites. 
"  One  fate  with  me  in  common  hast  thou  found, 
"  Some  vengeful  God  in  Jason  gives  the  wound : 
"  Come,  then,  and  learn  with  patience  to  endure 
"  The  pangs,  which  all  thy  wisdom  cannot  cure!" 

*  The  Cave  of  the  mountain  Latmus  in  Caria,  where  the 
Moon  was  by  the  Poets  feigned  to  visit  the  shepherd  Endymion. 

The 
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The  Goddess  thus.    While  swift  the  Virgin  bends 
Her  course,  and  now  the  river's  bank  ascends, 
A  fire  she  saw,  which,  by  the  victors  rais'd, 
All  night  in  honour  of  their  conquest  blaz'd. 

Straight,  with  exalted  voice,  across  the  plain 
She  calls  on  *  Phrontis  'midst  the  Grecian  train  ; 
Alike  with  him  the  call  his  brothers  hear, 
Nor  sounds  the  voice  unknown  to  Jason's  ear. 
With  wonder  seiz'd,  as  now  the  cause  they  knew, 
In  fixt  attention  stood  the  silent  crew. 
Thrice  calls  the  Maid ;  thrice  Phrontis  to  her  cries, 
Urg'd  by  th'  exhorting  Chiefs,  aloud  replies. 
Straight  to  the  Nymph  they  press  with  frequent  oar, 
Nor  yet  were  fix'd  their  halsers  to  the  shore, 
When  ./Eson's  warlike  Son,  with  nimble  bound, 
From  the  high  deck  vaults  eager  to  the  ground. 
Phrontis  and  Argus  next  descend;  the  Maid 
Their  knees  embraced,  and  thus  imploring  said : 
*'  Friends  of  my  youth,  your  kind  support  I  crave, 
"  Save  me — yourselves  from  fierce  ^Eeta  save ! 

*  The  youngest  of  Phrixus' Sons.  «  Our 
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"  Our  secret  counsels  all  expos'd  to  light, 
"  No  hope  remains,  no  refuge  but  in  flight. 
"  Mount  we  the  bark,  ere  yet  the  King  prepare 
"  In  swift  pursuit  to  urge  his  rapid  car. 
"  You  of  the  Golden  fleece  shall  be  possest, 
"  The  watchful  dragon  lulFd  by  me  to  rest. 
"  But  thou,  O  Guest,  before  thy  comrade  train 
"  Thy  plighted  vows  swear  sacred  to  maintain  ! 
"  Desert  me  not,  while  from  my  friends  I  stray 
"  Forlorn,  to  guilt  and  infamy  a  prey/' 

Sorrowing  she  said  :  with  transport  Jason  flew, 
His  circling  arms  around  her  waste  he  threw, 
And  while  his  hands  the  kneeling  suppliant  raise, 
He,  with  soft  words  her  heart  confirming,  says, 
"  Lo!  by  great  Jove,  th'  Olympian  God,  I  swear; 
"  By  her  who  makes  the  nuptial  rites  her  care, 
"  Jove's  heavenly  Queen  !  thee  faithful  will  I  lead 
"  A  Virgin  consort  to  my  bridal  bed, 
"  When  fate  shall  waft  us  to  my  native  land : " 
Vowing,  he  joins  with  hers  his  plighted  hand. 

Straight 
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Straight  to  the  *  sacred  Grove,  ere  morn  appear, 
She  bids  the  Chiefs  their  rapid  vessel  steer, 
So  should  they  far  from  stern  beta's  eyes, 
Conceal'd  in  darkness,  bear  the  golden  prize ! 

Quick  as  the  word  their  act ;  embark'd,  they  bore 
The  Maid,  and  launched  their  vessel  from  the  shore. 
Loud  was  the  crash  of  bars,  while  back  to  land 
She  turn'd  her  eyes,  and  stretch'd  her  waving  hand : 
Jason  to  calm  each  rising  passion  strove, 
And  sooth'd  her  anguish  with  consoling  love. 
What  time  the  hunters,  from  their  wakeful  eyes 
Soft  sleep  dispelled,  before  the  dawn  arise, 
Ere  the  fresh  track  of  beasts  beneath  its  ray 
Is  yet  effaced,  or  dies  the  scent  away; 
Such  time  great  Jason,  with  the  princely  Maid 
Descending,  landed  on  a  verdant  glade, 
Where  first  the  Ram,  that  Minyan  Phrixus  bore, 
With  bended  knee  sunk  wearied  on  the  shore. 

*  The  Grove  of  Mars  in  the  Island  of  ^Sea,  where  the  Golden 
Fleece  was  kept. 

G  Hard 
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Hard  by  an  altar's  smoky  structure  stood, 
By  Phrixus  rais'd  to  Jove,  his  guardian  God, 
When  he  the  golden  prodigy  had  slain ; 
For  so  did  Hermes,  Heav'n-sent  guide,  ordain. 

Here  left,  as  Argus  counseled,  by  the  Crew, 
The  princely  Pair  their  secret  course  pursue. 
Intent  they  seek,  as  onward  still  they  move, 
An  oak  wide  spreading  o'er  the  sacred  Grove; 
There,  like  a  cloud  that  glows  with  orient  rays, 
The  fleece  suspended  shoots  its  Golden  blaze. 
In  front  a  dragon  his  swoln  neck  extends, 
Fierce  tow'rds  their  steps  his  watchful  eyes  he  bends 
As  with  dire  hiss  he  pierc'd  the  skies,  its  sound 
The  banks,  the  river,  and  deep  woods  rebound, 
Heard  far  remote  from  the  *  Titanian  strand, 
Where  Lycus  flows  beyond  the  Colchian  land, 
(From  loud  Araxes  Lycus'  floods  divide 
And  roll  with  Phasis  in  a  blended  tide, 

*  A  country  in  Asia,  so  call'd  from  the  River  Titanus.     The 
following  are  Rivers  in  the  Northern  part  of  Asia. 

One 
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One  common  coast  their  stream  united  laves, 
And  flows  promiscuous  to  the  Caspian  waves.) 
Lo!  as  its  sound  was  heard,  with  sudden  dread 
Up  sprang  each  sleepless  mother  from  her  bed, 
And  circled  in  her  sheltering  arms,  she  prest 
Her  new-born  infant  trembling  to  her  breast. 

As  from  some  wood  enwrapt  in  flames  of  fire, 
Thick  clouds  of  smoke  in  curling  tracks  aspire, 
Wreaths  still  on  wreaths  in  long  succession  rise, 
And  wave  th'  ascending  column  to  the  skies ; 
The  Monster  thus  within  himself  in  rolled, 
Winds  scale  on  scale,  and  fold  involves  in  fold. 

Thus  as  he  twines  his  course,  the  Colchian  Maid 
Calls  Sleep  with  mild  enchantment  to  her  aid, 
The  potent  God  invoking  to  compose 
The  Dragon's  rage,  and  watchful  eyelids  close: 
And  Stygian  Hecat  from  the  realms  of  night 
She  summons  to  complete  the  solemn  rite. 
Fearful  the  Chief  approached ;  when,  stretched  along 
By  the  soft  magic  of  the  Virgin's  song, 

G  2  The 
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The  beast,  with  spine  disjointed,  on  the  ground 
The  mazy  volumes  of  his  train  unwound : 
As  lies  the  wave  by  tempests  roll'd  to  shore, 
All  spent  its  rage,  and  hush'd  its  sullen  roar. 

Yet  still  with  head  erected  as  he  lay, 
His  jaws  he  stretch'd,  wide-op'ning  for  his  prey. 
In  magic  spell  she  steeps,  and  to  his  eyes 
A  branch  of  sacred  Juniper  applies 
With  mystic  charms;  around  its  vapours  flew, 
And  o'er  his  lids  the  veil  of  slumber  drew. 
He  sinks,  nor  listless  from  the  spot  can  move, 
His  hundred  folds  expanding  o'er  the  grove. 
Straight  from  the  tree  the  Chief  with  eager  hand 
Tore  the  rich  trophy,  by  the  Maid's  command ; 
While  she  still  bath'd  with  magic  spell  the  crest 
And  sleeping  eyelids  of  the  vanquished  beast : 
When  now,  by  Jason  urg'd  to  join  the  Crew, 
JBack  hast'ning  from  the  Martial  grove  she  flew. 

As  when  on  high  bright  Cynthia's  beams  appear, 
Her  orb  increasing  in  its  monthly  sphere, 

Some 
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Some  wakeful  Virgin  rises  with  delight 

From  her  soft  couch,  to  view  the  cheerful  light, 

Its  rays  beheld,  joy  fills  her  tender  breast ; 

So  joy'd  the  Chief,  the  splendid  Fleece  possest, 

While  o'er  his  blooming  cheeks  and  forehead  flies 

The  bright  suffusion  of  its  flaming  dyes. 

Large  as  an  heifer's  skin,  or  of  the  hind 

Whose  breed  its  Hunters  in  Achaia  find. 

The  Ram's  vast  hide  with  golden  radiance  beam'd, 

Earth,  as  he  mov'd,  beneath  the  Warrior  gleam'd. 

Now  o'er  his  neck  the  glitt'ring  spoil  he  throws. 

While  to  his  feet  the  train  descending  flows ; 

And  now  his  hand  with  grasp  tenacious  holds 

The  Fleece  collected  in  its  various  folds, 

Fearful  he  moves,  and  turns  his  watchful  eyes* 

Lest  Man  or  God  should  snatch  his,  envied  prize.    <> 

As  now  the  morn's  new  lustre  gilds  the  plain* 
The  princely  Pair  rejoin  the  warlike  train. 
With  dazzled  eyes  the  wond'ring  Chiefs  behold, 
Bright  as  Jove's  flaming  bolt,  the  fleecy  gold* 

03  All 
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All  flocking  round,  with  rival  zeal,  demand 

To  bear  the  glittering  trophy  in  their  hand  : 

The  Chief  forbids,  and  by  himself  alone 

A  new-wrought  cov'ring  o'er  the  Fleece  is  thrown. 

Now  in  the  bark  he  plac'd  the  royal  Maid, 
And  to  the  Warriors  round  assembling  said; 
<c  No  longer  doubt,  O  comrades,  to  regain 
"  Your  native  regions  o'er  the  distant  main. 
"  Lo !  by  the  counsels  of  this  Maid,  is  won 
"  The  prize,  for  which  our  glorious  course  was  run: 
"  Her,  my  consenting  Bride,  to  Greece  [  bear, 
"  And  trust  the  Virgin  to  your  faithful  care. 
"  For  you,  alike  with  all  Achaia's  land, 
"  Owe  life,  owe  glory,  to  her  guardian  hand. 
"  Haste,  lesf*ZEeta  with  the  Colchian  host 
"  Yet  find  us  lingering  on  his  barbarous  coast. 
"  Some  to  your  oars  alternate  take  your  seat, 
"  While  some,  in  arms,  securing  our  retreat, 
"  With  speed  the  rampire  of  your  shields  oppose 
"  To  the  wing'd  darts  of  our  pursuing  foes. 

«  Lo ! 
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"  Lo !  in  our  hands  each  lov'd,  each  honoured  name, 
"  Our  Children's,  Parents,  and  our  Country's  fame ! 
"  Greece,  as  we  prosper,  to  our  hands  shall  owe 
"  Its  height  of  glory,  or  disgraceful  woe  ! " 

This  said,  he  arms  ;  loud  shouts  th*  exulting  Crew, 
When  from  its  sheath  his  martial  blade  he  drew ; 
The  halser  straight  he  severs  from  the  land, 
And  by  *  Ancaeus  takes  his  daring  stand ; 
Next  him  the  royal  Maid  :  Their  oars  they  plied, 
Swift  skims  the  vessel  down  the  Phasian  tide. 

*  The  Pilot. 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  AND  LAST  BOOK. 
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MISCELLANEOUS   PIECES 

AN    ESSAY    ON 
THE  ILLUSJONS  OF  FANCY. 


FANCY,  that  prompts  th*  exploring  soul  to  stray 

Far  as  the  regions  of  eternal  day, 

O  !  thou  of  all  the  faculties  assigned 

To  rule  each  various  movement  of  the  mind, 

Hail  !  mighty  power,  subordinate  to  none, 

Save  when  Imperial  Reason  mounts  her  throne. 

Thee  now  the  Muse  distinct  from  Reason  sings, 

For  wilder  flights  she  plumes  her  trembling  wings, 

With  thee  to  soar  through  realms  before  unknown, 

Worlds  unexplor'd,  creations  of  thine  own, 

Well  pleas'd  to  paint  thy  visionary  reign, 

And  trace  thee  through  the  errors  of  the  brain. 

w 
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If  Reason,  darting  its  meridian  ray 
With  steady  lustre,  gilds  our  noontide  day ; 
With  fainter  beams  you  boast  a  rival  pow'r, 
Like  Cynthia  gleaming  in  the  midnight  hour. 
Night  yields  to  you  the  empire  of  the  mind, 
In  dreams  you  sport,  and  wanton  uneonfin'd ; 
While  Reason  sleeps,  in  mimic  forms  you  play, 
Rejudge  her  actions,  and  usurp  her  sway  ; 
But,  oft  misjoin'd,  compound  the  motley  scene, 
Form  brutes  with  reason,  and  with  instinct  men. 
Nature  for  you  inverts  each  genial  pow'r, 
For  you  the  Heav'ns  untimely  blessings  shower  ; 
Rais'd  by  your  magic  eye,  new  fruits  appear, 
And  crown  with  plenty  the  preposterous  year. 
For  you  the  Planets  dart  from  pole  to  pole, 
Realms  shift  their  place,  and  oceans  cease  to  rail ; 
With  joy  your  wild  creation  you  survey, 
And  gild  the  prospect  with  your  varying  ray. 

The  active  soul  let  erring  Sceptics  name 
Of  mortal  substance,  and  material  frame  ; 

Who 
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Who  on  the  senses  think  its  pow'rs  depend, 
From  these  its  being,  and  with  these  its  end ; 
What  tho'  awhile  the  languid  frame's  opprest, 
And  ev'ry  wearied  sense  is  lost  in  rest ! 
O  !  think  not  yet  each  busy  spirit  fled, 
The  mind  enervate,  and  her  functions  dead ; 
Such  godlike  faculties  did  Heav'n  instil, 
That  Nature  dormant,  will  be  Nature  still. 
Yet,  yet  our  dreams  some  principles  inspire, 
Some  pow'r  unknown,  some  spark  of  heav'nly  fire, 
In  which  we  view  with  Hope's  presuming  eye 
An  active  Being  that  can  never  die. 

Hence  then  in  sleep  the  sportive  Fancy  roves 
O'er  flow'ry  meadows  and  Elysian  groves ; 
Sometimes  o'er  craggy  rocks  and  dreary  lakes 
Its  midnight  course  the  pensive  wand'rer  takes, 
While  to  the  tortur'd  ear  and  sick'ning  eyes 
Strange  sounds  are  heard,  and  forms  ideal  rise ; 
Forms,  such  as  superstition  ne'er  believ'd, 
Nor  fable  feign'd,  nor  panic  fear  conceiv'd ; 

Aerial 


92        MICELLANEOUS  PIECES: 

Aerial  shapes  awhile  delusive  playr 
But  fly  the  dawn  of  reason  and  of  day. 

Oft  as  we  hear  the  fancied  billows  roar, 
And  from  some  cliff  survey  the  adverse  shore, 
The  gaping  depths  our  giddy  sense  appal, 
Unnerv'd  we  seem,  and  tott'ring  to  our  fall; 
When  fear  with  sudden  wing  supplies  our  feet, 
And  Fancy  wafts  us  to  the  safe  retreat. 

Oft  with  the  Lightning's  winged  speed,  the  soul 
Exulting  springs  to  reach  the  distant  goal, 
E'en  now  we  seem  each  laboring  nerve  to  strain, 
When  a  dull  languor  creeps  through  ev'ry  vein ; 
Too  faint  each  bootless  effort  we  renew, 
Root-bound  like  Daphne,  that  from  Phoebus  flew. 

Mark  how  in  dreams,  whate'er  the  Fancy's  theme, 
Love,  rage  or  fear,  are  still  in  the  extreme : 
Joy,  too,  by  sleep  exalted  and  refin'd, 
With  heavenly  bliss  dilates  the  ravish'd  mind ; 
Pride  now  exults  with  more  aspiring  wing, 
And  venom'd  anguish  darts  a  keener  sting, 

Oft 
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Oft  on  the  cheeks  unbidden  blushes  glow, 

Sighs  heave  untaught,  and  tears  spontaneous  flow ; 

While  the  faint  scream  within  the  breast  is  drown'd, 

Or  on  the  palate  dies  an  empty  sound  : 

But  if  the  soul  more  pleasing  scenes  employ, 

A  pealing  laugh  betrays  the  latent  joy. 

Hence,  mimic  Fancy  in  successive  train 
Presents  each  known  idea  to  the  brain : 
The  mine  to  Misers  shoots  a  dazzling  gleam, 
As  watchful  av'rice  prompts  the  golden  dream ; 
Statesmen  in  glory's  airy  region  soar, 
Or  boundless  realms  of  politics  explore, 
But  in  the  giddy  height  are  blindly  lost, 
Or  rove  deserted  on  a  barren  coast. 

The  pious  soul,  abstracted  from  its  clay, 
To  heav'nly  transports  wings  its  native  way: 
Pow'rs,  Potentates*  and  thrones,  before  him  rise, 
All  Paradise  is  openVl  to  his  eyes ; 
There,  midst  an  host  of  Seraphim  enrolled, 
Studious  the  book  of  knowledge  to  unfold, 
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By  saints  transcribed,  he  reads  his  joyful  doom, 
And  draws  the  presage  of  an  Heav'n  to  come. 

Not  so  the  wretch  (if  sleep  should  chance  to  shed 
Its  wonted  influence  o'er  the  guilty  head) 
Tho'  rest  dissembled  seal  his  wearied  eyes, 
His  soul  still  wakes  at  injured  Virtue's  cries ; 
Nor  sleeps  the  worm  that  gnaws  his  anxious  breast, 
Nor  softest  charms  can  lull  remorse  to  rest ; 
With  future  pangs  his  breast  prophetic  glows, 
As  conscious  guilt  anticipates  its  woes. 

The  neighing  steed,  plum' d  troops,  and  glitt'ring  car, 
To  slumb*ring  Chiefs  present  the  pomp  of  war ; 
While  softer  charms  inspire  the  melting  Maid, 
Of  sprightly  dance,  or  midnight  masquerade  ; 
As  Fancy  sports  extravagantly  gay, 
And  sleep  repeats  the  conquests  of  the  day. 

Meanwhile  the  Youth  (whose  Heav'n-imparted  fires 
Fair  virtue  kindles,  and  true  love  inspires) 
Feeds  soft  reflection  in  the  midnight  shade, 
Each  ravish'd  thought  endears  the  absent  Maid—* 

If 
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If  absent  deem'd — when  Fancy's  friendly  beam 
Presents  her  image  in  the  lively  dream. 

So  when  a  cloud  assumed  Saturnia's  grace, 
And  met  Ixion  in  his  wish'd  embrace, 
Well  pleas'd  he  view'd  her  heav'nly-fancied  charms, 
And  clasp'd  the  dear  delusion  in  his  arms. 
Ah!  strive  the  flattering  image  to  remove, 
The  pleasing  phantom  of  aerial  Love  ! 
Strive,  hapless  Youth,  lest  swift  succeeding  care, 
And  all  the  frantic  anguish  of  despair, 
With  real  grief  thy  Paradise  destroy, 
And  blast  these  scenes  of  visionary  joy  ! 

Since  such,  0  Goddess  of  the  midnight  hour, 
Prolific  Fancy,  thy  imperial  pow'r, 
(If  Reason  but  awhile  withdraws  its  beam 
In  the  short  rambles  of  a  fleeting  dream) 
That  every  jarring  element  conspires 
To  raise  thy  fears,  or  flatter  thy  desires ; 
How  lawless,  and  how  desolate  thy  reiga 
In  the  wild  frenzy  of  a  mad'ning  brain  ! 

There, 
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There,  Goddess,  hast  thou  plac'd  thine  airy  throne, 
And  call'st  the  flighty  regions  all  thine  own. 

Since  such  th'  uncertain  tenure  of  our  joys, 
That  one  sad  blast  an  age's  growth  destroys, 
How  may'st  thou,  Man,  bewail  thine  abject  fate, 
Thy  transient  pleasures,  and  imperfect  state, 
Subject  to  lose  thy  soul's  superior  boast, 
And  then  most  subject,  when  exulting  most ! 
Just  as  thy  Fancy  feels  its  kindling  heat, 
And  thine  head  labours  with  some  strong  conceit, 
Ev'n  then  the  subtle  texture  of  thy  brain, 
Too  weak  the  boiling  ferment  to  contain, 
May  burst  its  cell,  where  rang'd  ideas  lay, 
A  fleeting  train,  the  visions  of  a  day  : 
Straight  in  one  heap  the  jumbled  forms  are  tost, 
And  beauteous  order  in  confusion's  lost. 
Where  now,  thou  peerless  Being,  shall  we  see 
Th'  express  resemblance  of  thy  God  in  thee ! 
Where's  now  thy  mighty  boast,  thy  lordly  mind ! 
Sunk  to  the  level  of  the  bestial  kind. 

Yes, 
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Yes, — brutal  instinct  is  a  surer  aid 
Than  Reason,  of  her  glories  disarray 'd  ; 
And  the  fierce  Pard  on  Afric's  desart  strand 
Is  milder  than  Humanity  unman'd. 

Yet  still  one  darling  passion  is  confest, 
Which  claims  its  lawless  empire  o'er  the  rest; 
This  still  through  ev'ry  rambling  thought  is  seen, 
Through  each  wild  gesture,  and  each  antic  mien. 

What  raging  pangs  Ophelia's  bosom  move! 
A  victim  on  the  shrine  of  hopeless  Love ! 
Mark  well  her  fate— while  pensive  and  alone 
To  the  deaf  winds  she  makes  her  fruitless  moan, 
And  oft  in  pining  solitude  complains 
Of  flattering  vows,  false  tears,  and  perjur'd  swains; 
Yet  will  she  sometimes  join  the  mad'ning  throng 
In  a  light  measure,  and  a  jocund  song ; 
By  starts  her  sorrows  incoherent  flow, 
And  a  wild  laugh  belies  the  heartfelt  woe. 

Lo !  on  his  throne  Ambition's  Madman  plac'd, 
His  brow  with  wreaths  fantastically  grac'd, 

H  A  straw 
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A  straw  the  ensign  of  his  wide  command, 

He  shakes  th'  ideal  sceptre  in  his  hand. 

While  Phantoms  kneel,  and  bow  within  his  breast, 

And  paint  the  Monarch  to  himself  confest ; 

Tho'  false  the  pictures  which  his  fancy  drew, 

Just  are  his  reas'nings,  and  deductions  true. 

Pass  we  the  Bard  amidst  yon  noisy  throng, 
In  lofty  madness  meditating  song  ; 
The  tatter' d  Beau,  of  motley  feathers  vain, 
And  the  swoln  Princess  with  her  sweeping  train — 
For,  soft ! — I  hear  the  melancholy  sound, 
Religion's  vot'rist  stalks  his  solemn  round ; 
Known  by  his  rolling  eyes  and  downcast  air, 
Still  rapt  in  all  the  fervency  of  pray'r. 
Him  fears  of  high  mysterious  import  blind, 
And  paint  some  gloomy  vision  on  his  mind, 
Oi?  fruitless  vows,  and  impotent  desires, 
Of  adamantine  chains,  and  penal  fires. 

Fly  from  yon  cell — nor  turn  thy  loathing  eyes 
Where,  bound  in  chains,  the  raving  Maniac  lies ; 

Seek 
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Seek  not  those  scenes  of  horror  to  unfold, 
Nor  there,  O  Man,  thy  lineaments  behold ! 

Yet  scarce  less  cruel  is  that  wretch's  fate 
Who  feels  his  frenzy,  and  bemoans  too  late ! 
His  woes  he  just  hath  leisure  to  deplore, 
And  fain  would  Peace,  fair  fugitive,  restore : 
He  calls  each  lost  idea  to  his  aid, 
Deckt  in  gay  hope,  in  Reason's  garb  array 'd  ; 
For  oft  will  Reason's  more  enlighten'd  beam 
Dart  o'er  his  brain  a  momentary  gleam  : 
Collected  thoughts  in  marshall'd  form  appear, 
And  ask  tli  attention  of  no  vulgar  ear; 
When,  as  once  more  the  wild  illusions  rise, 
And  motley  madness  swims  before  his  eyes, 
The  soft  composure  and  the  promis'd  peace 
Ends  in  wild  rapture,  and  in  odd  caprice : 
For  his  rack'd  brain  he  wails  the  bootless  care, 
And  weeps  to  find  the  desolation  there  ! 

Thus  all  (like  these,  whose  ever  active  mind 
By  sleep  is  vanquish'd,  or  by  Fancy  blind) 

H  2  Wha, 
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Who,  nor  with  Truth  nor  Reason  for  their  guide, 

Securely  float  on  Fancy's  wanton  tide, 

O'er  trackless  seas  are  borne  by  every  gale 

That  courts  their  bark,  and  swells  th'  expanded  sail. 

Such  since  we  are — O  Thou,  that  from  above 
First  gav'st  our  hidden  faculties  to  move, 
Thou  Power  Supreme,  before  whose  piercing  eye 
The  secrets  of  our  frame  conspicuous  lie, 
Guide  thou  our  Fancy,  and  with  Wisdom's  rein 
Curb  each  licentious  error  of  the  brain  ! 
So  shall  each  new  idea  be  combined 
To  improve  the  knowledge,  and  enlarge  the  mind  ; 
So  various  arts  from  one  pure  source  shall  spring, 
And  Science  mount  on  Fancy's  soaring  wing ! 

Hence,  Reason  boasts  a  more  exalted  throne, 
A  province  superadded  to  its  own  ; 
For  Fancy,  with  Experience  for  its  guide, 
Confirmed  by  Judgment,  and  to  Truth  applied, 
In  gay  remembrance  paints  each  lively  scene, 

Tho'  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roll  between. 
\ 

Tis 
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Tis  tier's  each  lost  idea  to  renew, 
And  call  remotest  ages  to  our  view ; 
Nor  o'er  the  past  alone  content  to  roam, 
'Tis  her's  to  expatiate  in  a  life  to  come. 
What  Reason  long  might  labour  to  display, 
One  glance  presents  to  Fancy's  piercing  ray ; 
In  one  full  blaze  th'  ideal  scene  appears, 
Revives  our  hopes,  or  wakens  all  our  fears. 

Since,  then,  to  Fancy's  tow'ring  flights  we  owe 
Our  knowledge,  fame,  and  happiness  below, 
O  that  it  still  by  Reason  were  confin'd 
To  ev'ry  nobler  object  of  the  mind  ! 
O  that  the  dawa  of  op'ning  Truth  would  rise 
To  chase  all  wild  chimeras  from  our  eyes, 
And  teach,  that  all  the  mind's  mistaken  theme, 
Our  Hopes,  our  Fears,  are  madness  or  a  Dream. 

J.  E. 


H  3 
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TO  THE 

REV.  MR.  STEPHENSON,    "**&• 

UPON  THE  FAMILY  OF  HIS  PREDECESSOR 
REMOVING   FROM   BARTON*. 


Nos  dulcia  linquimus   arva! 

YOU,  happier  Friend,  in  Barton's  rural  seat 
Wiih  sweet  Contentment  fix  your  calm  retreat ; 
In  the  late  Pastor's  honoured  steps  you  tread, 
And  lead  the  Flock  which  once  my  Father  led  : 
While  we,  forsakers  of  our  native  plain, 
One  aged  Parent's  feeble  steps  sustain ; 
Content,  tho'  sad,  if  yet  our  pious  care 
Might  mitigate  the  loss  we  can't  repair! 

*  The  Living  of  Barton-Segrave,  near  Kettering  in  North- 
ampton shire,  had  been  long  in  the  possession  of  the  Rev. 
JEFFERY  EKINS,  Father  to  the  Dean  of  Carlisle:  On  his 
death,  it  was  given  by  the  patron,  the  late  Duke  of  Montagu, 
to  the  Rev.  JOSHUA  STEPHENSON,  to  whom  these  lines  are 
address'd. 

Farewell ! 
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Farewell!  lov'd  Plains,  where  first  our  childhood  stray  'd, 
Dear  scenes,  more  dear  by  fond  reflection  made, 
Farewell ! — in  vain  your  verdant  landscapes  rise, 
Fair  lawns  in  vain  salute  our  parting  eyes ; 
Set  is  that  Sun,  whose  all-enlivening  ray 
Cheer'd  every  scene,  and  gilt  each  smiling  day ! 

Taste  thou,  my  Friend,  what  joy  those  scenes  afford, 
Peace  guide  thy  steps,  and  Plenty  crown  thy  board ! 
What  tho"'  with  pain  I  fly  my  natal  home,, 
My  soul  repines  not  at  thy  happier  doom, 
And  tho'  the  tear  of  genuine  grief  will  flow, 
Regret,  not  Envy,  points  the  sting  of  woe. 

0 

Wouldst  thou  the  paths  of  virtuous  fame  pursue, 
Still  keep  my  Sire's  example  in  thy  view ; 
Still  open  wide  thine  hospitable  door 
To  a  meek,  honest,  and  a  grateful  Poor ; 
Spread  true  Religion's  pure,  unsullied  beam, 
Thyself  the  bright  example  of  thy  theme  ; 
Cherish  the  seeds  a  pious  hand  had  sown, 
And  make  my  Parent's  blessings  all  thine  own  ! 

H  4  When 
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When  thou  at  length  his  portion  must  resign, 
When  what  was  his,  shall  be  no  longer  thine, 
May'st  thou,  like  him,  life's  last  sad  load  sustain, 
With  mind  unshaken  in  the  hour  of  pain  ! 
Death's  call,  like  him,  undaunted  may'st  thou  hear, 
And  want  no  Son  to  mourn  thy  sacred  bier  ! 


To  His  WIFE, 

ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  HER  FIRST  CHILD.       ^ 

EXHAUSTED  by  her  painful  throes,  ,*, 

Let  Nature  take  her  due  repose  ;  *?•,*. 

S\\eet,  dearest  Anna,  be  thy  sleep,  * 

While  I  my  joyful  vigils  keep  I 

0 !  be  thy  joy  sincere  as  mine, 

For  sure  my  pangs  have  equajl'd  thine ! 

Sleep  on— and,  waking,  thou  shalt  see 

i 

All  that  may  sooth  thy  pains,  in  me — 
Friend,  Husband,  and  (O  name  most  dear) 
The  Father  of  thy  new-born  care. 

As 
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As  thou  on  her  thine  eyes  shalt  cast, 
Thank  Heav'n  for  all  thy  dangers  past ! 
Heav'n  for  no  trivial  cause  ordains 
That  joy  like  this  succeeds  thy  pains ; 
But,  by  this  sacred  pledge,  demands 
A  Parent's  duty  at  thy  hands : 
Guard  thou  thy  trust ;  and  justly  claim 
The  glory  of  a  Parent's  name. 
Too  well,  alas !  thy  tender  heart 

practised  in  the  filial  part : 
Twice  o'er  a  dying  Parent's  bed, 
Watchful,  the  pious  tear  you  shed, 
And,  Angel-like,  their  pillows  prest, 
To  waft  them- to  eternal  rest. 
The  duties  you  to  them  displayed 
Be  by  your  grateful  Child  repaid! 

Pqrm  w.^11  her  mind,  nor  shall  your  toil 

*  '  •  •  '  / 

Be  wasted  on  a  barren  soil ; 

And  while  youc, infant  charge  you  rear, 
My  love  shall  lighten  every  care. 

Since 
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Since  first  before  the  hallow'd  shrine 
I  call'd  my  dearest  Anna  mine, 
Ne'er  did  my  soul  such  rapture  prove, 
Ne'er  glow'd  my  heart  with  equal  love: 
Some  charm  must  in  this  Infant  lie 
That  binds  us  by  a  closer  tie. 
My  partial  eyes  with  pleasure  trace 
Thy  features  in  her  smiling  face ; 
And,  if  kind  Heav'n  in  mercy  hears 
The  fondness  of  a  Father's  pray'rs, 
In  her  may  I  those  manners  see, 
Those  virtues,  I  adore  in  Thee. 
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TO 

THO*  ORDE,   ESQ. 

(afterwards  Lord  BOLTON,) 
IN  RETURN  FOE  HIS  "SKETCH  OF  A  FAMILY/' 

THE  Muse  with  envy  views  her  sister  art, 
And  struggling  passions  fill  her  rival  heart ; 
She  thanks  her  for  the  master-strokes,  that  give 
Six  cherub  forms  in  matchless  tints  to  live : 
But  still  in  secret  anguish  must  bemoan 
That  art  like  this  so  far  transcends  her  own, 
In  vain  she  bids  the  Parent's  love  conspire 
To  aid  her  task,  and  raise  the  Poet's  fire: 
All,  all,  alas!  must  far  unequal  prove, 
The  Poet's  liveliest  fire,  and  Parent's  love! 
Yet  in  his  grateful  heart  the  gift  shall  dwell, 
So  ill  requited,  and  esteem'd  so  well. 
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UPON    OUR 

PROCESSION  TO  SALT-HILL; 

IN    THE    YEAR    1748. 

BY  sportive  winds  our  shattered  hopes  were  tost, 
And,  shipwrecked  in  the  stormy  deluge,  lost ; 
Long  we  resolv'd  to  mitigate  with  pray'rs, 
Or  wish'd  to  emulate  the  flood  with  tears. 
At  length  our  inoffensive  arms  we  bear, 
To  show  the  pomp,  without  the  guilt,  of  war. 
In  dazzling  martial  lace  we  shine,  and  vie 
With  tragic  Kings,  in  *  Monmouth's  pageantry. 
We  banish  fear,  intruding  care  suppress, 
Flirting  in  bright  diversity  of  dress; 
Look  mighty  big,  and  with  our  rusty  gown 
Shake  off  at  once  the  scholar  and  the  clown  ; 
The  Poet's  laurel  does  not  now  presume 
T*  appear  in  contest  with  the  Soldier's  plume : 
*  Monmouth-street,  from  whence  we  buy  our  Clothes. 


In 
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In  short,  our  little  share  of  common  sense 

Is  chang'd  for  military  impudence. 

But  when  the  harmonious  music  at  our  head 

Sounds  Marlbro's  march — as  if  by  Marlbro'  led, 

We're  all  inspired — we  all  transported  own 

Raptures  unfelt,  and  joys  till  now  unknown. 

Music  conspires  with  riches  to  delude 

The  gazing,  gaping,  senseless  multitude. 

No  longer  subject  to  Apollo's  will, 

We  quit  Parnassus  for  a  nobler  Hill*: 

Here  first  we  halt — our  duty  then  prepare, 

Our  grand,  tho'  mock  solemnity  of  pray  V; 

While  one-j-  canonicially  drest  in  black, 

Fit  equally  for  Chaplain  or  a  Quack, 

Reads  Latin,  ere  his  audience  is  gone  ; 

(Old  women  must  have  Latin  pray'rs,  or  none.) 

But  yet  I  call  not  our  religion  good, 

When  little's  heard,  and  less  is  understood. 

*  Salt-Hill, 

f  The  Chaplain  to  our  Regiment,  who  reads  a  Latin  prayer 
at  the  top  of  the  Hill. 

rrt 

WO 
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Two*  more,  equipp'd  for  swiftness,  light  and  gay> 

Complete  with  lawful  theft  the  happy  day : 

All  pay  their  share,  for  no  one  can  deny 

To  yield  to  customary  roguery. 

Let  others  blame — they're  sure  to  have  at  least 

Praise  from  our  Captain,  pardon  from  our  Priest •f'. 


LINES 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  REQUEST  Of  HIS  FATHER* 
AT  TWELVE  YEARS  OLD. 

VERSES  you  ask — hard  task  to  both  decreed  * 
To  me  to  write  them,  and  to  you  to  read : 
Let  not  my  fear  my  duty,  then,  belie—* 
Tis  hard  to  grant,  but  harder  to  deny  ; 
Accept  this  tribute  of  my  new-born  Muse* 
Unask'd,  I  cannot  write;  I  cannot,  ask'd,  refuse, 


*  The  Salt-Bearers,  who,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Captain  of 
the  School,  collect  money  from  every  one  they  meet. 

2%  The  Chaplain. 
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OSSIAN'S 
DEATH  OF  CONNAL, 

VERSIFIED. 

A  GREY  mist  hangs  upon  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  Autumn  blackens  all  the  vale  below; 
Thro'  the  wild  heath  is  heard  the  whirlwind's  roar* 
Black  rolls  the  river  to  its  barren  shore. 
A  lonely  tree  directs  my  wand'ring  eyes, 
And  marks  the  spot  where  mighty  Connal  lies  : 
His  grave  around  with  scatter'd  leaves  is  spread, 
And  ghosts  are  seen  the  desart  paths  to  tread, 
Such  time  as,  musing  on  great  ConnaFs  death, 
Stalks  the  lone  hunter  slowly  o'er  the  heath. 
Who,  mighty  Connal,  shall  thy  Fathers  trace  ? 
Who  reach  the  source  of  thine  illustrious  race  ? 
High  as  an  oak,  that  on  the  mountain's  breast 
Rears  its  proud  head,  and  meets  the  storming  East, 
Now  torn  and  rooted  from  its  native  wood ; 
Who  now  shall  stand  where  mighty  Connal  stood  ? 

The 
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The  din  of  arms,  the  trumpet's  martial  strain, 
And  dying  groans,  were  heard  on  Fingal's  Plain. 
What  tongue  shall  Fingal's  mournful  battles  tell  ? 
Here  godlike  Connal  with  the  mightiest  fell. 
Yet  as  a  storm  thine  arm  aloft  was  rais'd, 
Thy  sword  in  battle  like  a  meteor  blaz'd ; 
Thy  tow'ring  stature  as  the  mountain  high, 
And,  as  a  furnace,  fiery  beam'd  thine  eye ; 
Thy  voice,  with  louder  than  a  tempest's  sound, 
Hush'd  the  wild  war,  and  all  its  tumults  drown'd. 
Beneath  thy  sword  fell  many  a  warlike  band 
As  the  light  thistle  by  the  children's  wand. 
Dark  was  the  mighty  Dagon's  lowVing  brow ; 
He  rush'd,  like  clouds  of  thunder,  on  his  foe ; 
His  hollow  eyes  like  caves  the  rocks  among: 
Brightgleam'd  their  swords, and  dire  theirarmourrufig. 
Lo  !   Rinval's  daughter  midst  the  conflict  ran, 
Crimora,  glitt'rihg  in  the  arms  of  man  : 
Loose  to  the  wind  her  waving  tresses  flow, 
Within  her  hand  she  grasps  the  martial  bow ; 

Well- ' 
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Well-pleas'd  the  toil  of  manlike  arms  to  share, 
With  her  lov'd  Connal,  in  the  fields  of  war. 
On  Dagon's  breast  the  fatal  string  she  drew: 
Her  erring  hand  the  much-lov'd  Corinal  slew  ! 
Like  sortie  tall  oak  upon  the  Plain  he  fell, 
Or  huge  rock  tumbling  from  the  shagged  hill- 
Ah,  hapless  Maid  !  what  woes  for  her  remain ! 
Her  much-lov'd  Youth  lies  bleeding  on  the  Plain. 
"Connal!  my  love,  my  friend !"  she  daily  cries; 
Till  the  sad  Mourner,  stung  with  anguish*  dies* 
This  earth  infolds  them  in  its  lowly  bed, 
The  loveliest  Pair  that  on  the  Hill  were  bred; 
Beside  their  tombstone  springs  the  verdant  blade, 
Sorrowing  I  sit  beneath  the  mournful  shade  : 
Deep  sighs  are  utter'd  in  each  breathing  wind. 
And  their  sad  memory  rushes  on  my  mind. 
Sleep,  lovely  Pair,  for  ages  yet  to  come, 
And  rest  secure  within  the  Mountain's  tomb  1 
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INSCRIPTION   FOR  A   MONUMENT 

T  O 

GENERAL  WOLFE. 

STOP,  Soldier,  stop !  your  Hero's  sacred  dust 
Lies  here,  ennobling  this  triumphal  Bust. 
Let  warlike  Spirits,  of  less  glorious  name, 
To  sculptm^cHharble  owe  their  borrowed  fame : 
But  what  of  WOLFE  can  vain  inscriptions  tell! 
He  heard  the  shout  of  Victory — and  fell. 


EPILOGUE 

INTENDED    FOR 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTLAND-, 

The  first  new  Play  acted  after 

HIS   MAJESTY'S   RECOVERY, 

in  the  Spring  of  1789. 

\VHEN  o'er  Sicilia's  plains,  from  ^Etna's  side> 
The  torrid  deluge  spreads  its  ruin  wide, 
Tho'  Heav'n  the  Mountain's  anger  should  assuage, 
Quench  its  red  bolts,  in  mercy  stop  its  rage; 

Yet 
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Yet  all  aghast,  as  reels  his  tott'ring  shed, 
Already  from  his  home  the  Peasant's  fled. 
In  vain  the  calm  succeeds,  the  tumult's  o'er, 
Still  the  wretch  hears  the  laboring  caverns  roar, 
Thinks  he 's  o'ertaken  by  the  boiling  sea, 
And  sinks  in  terror,  tho'  from  danger  free : 
Till  from  some  distant  spot,  with  glad  surprise, 
His  unmov'd  roof  and  standing  walls  he  spies ; 
Nor,  as  he  fear'd,  beneath  the  fiery  sway, 
His  all,  with  woods  and  cities,  borne  away. 

Our  Poet  thus,  but  late  reliev'd  from  fear, 
Knows  not  so  soon  to  dry  the  patriot  tear, 
The  tear  that  stream'd  so  long  for  Britain's  woe; 
Tho'  Heav'n  in  mercy  has  recalled  the  blow, 
And  to  a  People's  prayers,  not  breathed  in  vain, 
From  the  sad  bed  of  sickness  and  of  pain, 
Restor'd  their  Father,  Friend,  their  KING  again. 
In  such  an  hour,  when  every  mind  is  fraught 
With  deep  reflection  and  with  sober  thought, 

I  *  Our 
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Our  Bard  obtrudes  not  on  each  anxious  breast 

The  lifijht  farewell,  and  the  accustomed  jest, 

But  leaves  the  mask  which  trifling  mirth  might  wear, 

Thalia's  frolick  robe,  and  laughing  air ; 

Nor  drives  soft  pity  from  the  bleeding  heart, 

By  the  pert  Epilogue's  buffoonish  art, 

Soft  pity  due  to  wars  of  antient  date, 

Grief  of  past  times,  and  helpless  Mary's  fate. 

D  imA*. 


A    PROPHECY; 


ADDRESSED  TO  MRS.  CRESPIGNY,  OF  BATH, 

(uow  Lady  DE  CUESPIGNY.) 


O  T  H  O  U  !  in  whom  the  varied  graces  meet, 

Of  person,  manners,  elegance  and  wit ; 

In  whom  with  smiling  energy  contend 

What  virtues  grace  the  Mother,  Wife,  and  Friend, 

Whose  pleasing  powers  in  unison  agree, 

Where  all  is  concord,  peace,  and  symmetry  ; 

Hear, 
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Hear,  while  the  Bard  consigns  to  future  fame, 
And  dwells  prophetic  o'er  the  grateful  theme, 
Foretells  reward*  to  real  merit  due, 
And  sings  of  fate,  of  happiness,  and  you. 

Health,  peace,  and  plenty,  shall  surround  your  gate, 
But — to  be  happy,  is  not  to  be  great ; 
Corroding  care,  that  wrings  the  Monarch's  breast, 
Shews  that  the  middle  sphere  of  life's  the  best ; 
And  conscious  virtue,  rightly  understood, 
Will  ever  prove  the  most  essential  good. 

As  Wife,  then,  know  th'  unerring  fates  decree 
The  claims  of  virtue,  faith,  and  constancy ; 
Destin'd  this  first  sweet  balm  of  life  to  prove, 
Connubial  friendship,  with  connubial  love: 
For  thro*  the  rugged  paths  and  toils  of  life 
Concentred  are  the  joys  of  Man  and  Wife; 
And  while  attention  is  their  mutual  care, 
Congenial  blessings  wait  the  happy  pair. 
Let  others,  then,  in  search  of  pleasures  roam, 
Trust  me,  you'll  find  true  happiness  at  home, 

I  3  As 
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As  Parent,  Heav'n  shall  hearken  to  your  pray'r, 
And  filial  zeal  repay  parental  care; 
Honour  preside  o'er  all  his  steps,  and  own 
The  Parent's  virtues  blossom  in  the  Son. 

As  Friend,  from  ev'ry  social  breast  receive 
Th'  acknowledged  tribute  gratitude  can  give. 
Deign  to  accept  the  praise  sincerely  meant, 
Nor  deem  it  words,  'tis  more  than  compliment, 
Whilst  all  our  wishes  sympathetic  join, 
And  ev'ry  bosom  corresponds  with  thine ; 
Each  heart  responsive  echoing  back  again 
That  peace  You  feel,  and  Monarchs  court  in  vain. 

Thus  when  the  busy  task  of  life  is  o'er, 
And  frail  humanity  can  add  no  more ; 
When  Nature  fails,  and  even  beauty  must 
Fade,  and  return  to  its  primeval  dust ; 
Old  Bladud's  annals  shall  record  thy  name, 
Say— -Virtue,  Truth,  and  CRESPIGNY'S  the  same. 
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ON 

O  ^JTH'-'X?*!   IWOKlbl'i 

A   LADY'S   BIRTH-DAY. 

YE  Hours  that  open  the  auspicious  dawn 

Of  that  bright  day,  the  brightest  of  the  year, 
When  my  lov'd  JULIA,  loveliest  Maid,  was  bornt 

O  say,  revolving  in  your  annual  sphere, 
What  new  unheard-of  treasure  can  you  bring, 

Of  wit,  or  beauty,  to  adorn  her  more? 
Yet,  ere  ye  pass,  O  stop  your  rapid  wing, 

And  on  my  JULIA  lavish  all  your  store 
Of  health,  of  peace,  of  happiness,  and  love. 

Blest  be  that  gift !  and  may  some  favour'd  Youth, 
That  would  his  passion  worthiest  her  approve, 

Come  cloth'd  with  honours,  dignity,  and  truth ; 
'Twas  but  to  crown  some  more  exalted  worth 
That  Heav'n  in  mercy  gave  my  JULIA  birth. 


14 
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ADDRESS 

TO 

THE    QUAKERS, 

FOR   A   TOLERATION   OF  THE   PLAYERS, 

I  E  stiff  retainers  of  your  yea  and  nay, 
Who  act  your  Tragic  Farces  ev'ry  day, 
And,  as  the  spirit  moves  the  stubborn  will, 
Sigh,  sob,  or  pray,  say  nothing,  or  sit  still ; 
Admit  these  Heroes  of  the  strolling  crew, 
That,  in  their  various  Farces,  rival  you. 
Yet  to  excel,  or  equal  your  grimace, 
Mocks  ev'ry  art,  exceeds  the  pow'r  of  face  J 
Freely  to  these  your  kind  indulgence  give, 
At  least  the  toleration  you  receive. 
Or,  if  no  plea  your  hardened  hearts  can  move, 
Attend  the  softer  eloquence  of  Love  : 
Mark  well  the  Beauties  of  their  female  train : 
My  Friends,  shall  vagrant  beauty  plead  in  vain? 

If 
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If  but  in  show  all  pleasure  you  defy, 
And  dread  the  censure  of  the  public  eye, 
Behind  the  curtain  let  the  spirit  move, 
And  all  be  joy,  and  harmony,  and  love  ! 


A   FRENCH  SONG, 

JD  *U  N  E  maniere  imparfaite 
Je  vous  dirois  mon  ardeur, 

Quand  la  bouche  est  Pinterprete 
On  explique  mal  son  coeur. 

Mais  quoique  je  ne  puis  dire 
Ce  que  j'ai  si  bien  appris ; 

Pans  mes  yeux  vous  pouvez  lire 
Ce  que  vos  yeux  ont  ecrit. 


Ah 
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Ah  si  vous  pouviez  comprendre 

Ce  que  je  ressens  pour  vous  ; 
L'amour  n'a  rien  de  si  tendre, 

Ni  Tamitie  de  si  doux. 


Loin  de  vous  mon  coeur  soupire, 
Pres  de  vous  je  suis  interdit  ; 

Voila  tout  ce  que  j'ose  vous  dire, 
Et  peut-etre  j'ai  trop  dit. 


TRANSLATION. 

I  FONDLY  seek,  with  studied  skill, 
My  love's  chaste  ardour  to  impart 

The  falt'ring  tongue  interprets  ill 
The  dictates  of  the  glowing  heart. 


I  fain 
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I  fain  would  speak,  but  vainly  try 
To  utter  what  IVe  learn'd  so  well : 

The  language  of  the  speaking  eye 
Can  best  the  heart's  soft  feeling  tell. 

Ah !  that  your  heart  could  comprehend 
All  that  my  soul  conceives  for  you ; 

Nothing  in  Lover  or  in  Friend, 
Is  half  so  tender,  half  so  true. 

Absent  from  you,  in  sighs  I  languish; 
When  present,  my  confusion's  such, 
That,  if  I  dare  confess  my  anguish, 
I  fear  I  should  confess  too  much. 
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SONG. 

COULD!  meet  a  sweet  creature  more  bright  than  the  day, 
With  wit  not  conceited,  with  innocence  gay, 

With  charms  to  allure  me* 

And  sense  to  secure  me, 

At  her  feet  I  might  fall : — 
Ah!  but  Td  rather,  I'd  rather,  I'd  rather, 
Ah!  but  Fd  rather  not  marry  at  all. 

And  yet  when  the  bands  of  soft  wedlock  are  tied, 
And  I  gaze  with  delight  on  the  charms  of  my  Bride, 

Carest,  and  caressing, 

Ye  gods,  what  new  blessing 

Can  mortals  implore  ! — 

Ah  !  but  lost  freedom,  lost  freedom,  lost  freedom, 
Ah !  but  lost  freedom's  recovered  no  more  ! 


Tho' 
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Tho'  no  such  great  blessings  should  wedlock  dispense, 
Its  state  can't  be  worse  than  this  state  of  suspense : 

In  doubts  thus  revolving, 

Without  e'er  resolving, 

My  youth  might  be  spent : 
So  in  haste  I  will  marry,  will  marry,  will  marry, 
In  haste  I  will  marry — at  leisure  repent. 


TO 
LORD    ROOS, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  FATHER,  LORD  GRANBY- 

FREE  let  the  tear  of  filial  duty  flow, 

Nor  check  the  torrent  of  thy  virtuous  woe : 

So  should  thy  Sire  have  shed  the  pious  tear, 

If  Heav'n  had  will'd,  o'er  RUTLAND'S; honour'd  bier! 

Of  all  the  manly  virtues  he  possest, 

His  filial  love  shone  purest  in  his  breast : 

Yet  many  a  virtue  shar'd  his  ample  mind, 

And  rnark'd  him  out  the  friend  of  human  kind. 

Heav'n 
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Heav'n  ne'er,  in  mercy  to  the  wretched,  gave 
More  tender  feelings  to  a  soul  more  brave ; 
For  his  was  mild  benevolence,  that  forth 
From  dark  concealment  call'd  retiring  worth ; 
To  secret  wants  supplied  th'  unask'd  relief, 
Of  all  its  pangs  disarmed  ingenuous  grief; 
While  scarce  the  wretch  he  freed  from  anguish  found 
What  gentle  hand  pour'd  balm  into  his  wound* 
The  Champion  of  his  Country's  injured  right 
He  foremost  stood,  and  led  the  thickest  fight- 
Desert  like  his  the  public  voice  repays, 
It  lives  recorded  in  his  Country's  praise. 
Thou,  gen'rous  Youth,  thy  Father's  fame  must  hear, 
The  pleasing  sound  must  sooth  thy  wakeful  ear. 
When  fond  reflection  shall  thy  grief  compose^ 
And  lenient  time  beguile  thee  of  thy  woes, 
If  o'er  thy  bosom,  midst  the  frequent  sigh, 
Breaks  forth  some  gleam  of  momentary  joy, 
Cherish  the  kindling  spark — be  bold  to  tell 
The  world,  in  thee  thy  Father's  virtues  dwell. 
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ON    READING 

"THE  LIFE  OF  THOMAS  PAINE, 

Staymaker,  Grocer,  Swindler,  Exciseman,  Tobacconist,  8cc.  &e. 
and  author  of  The  Rights  of  Man? 

1791. 

U,  fam'd  to  uphold  by  needle  and  by  pen 

The  shapes  of  Women,  and  the  rights  of  Men ! 

Whatever  title  swells  your  pompous  list, 

^Exciseman,  Grocer,  or  Tobacconist; 

What  tongue  your  many-colour'd  life  can  trace? 

What  eye  pursue  you  thro*  your  lawless  race  ? 

Hence  urg'd  by  swindling  penury  to  fly, 

You  seek  fresh  troubles  in  the  Western  sky ; 

There  all  the  ties  of  civil  life  unbind, 

And  mar  the  social  compact  of  mankind, 

Till  gen'rous  FRANKLIN  spurns  your  profier'd  aid, 

And  your  base  labours  are  with  scorn  repaid. 

Next 
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Next  France  receives  you  on  her  stormy  coast* 
Her  helm  deserted,  and  her  rudder  lost : 
There  tumult's  flame  from  town  to  town  is  caught^ 
And  practice  perfects  what  your  precepts  taughk 
But  fiercer  zeal  still  fires  your  patriot  breast, 
And  kindred  Zealots  hail  their  welcome  guest ; 
From  your  own  hearth  you  light  Alecto's  brand, 
To  scatter  frenzy  o'er  your  Native  Land  ; 
In  vain — the  fit  of  mad'ning  rage  is  o'er, 
And  Peace  and  Freedom  guard  this  favour'd  Shore, 
Go  !  wretch  accurs'd  of  every  clime,  and  fly 
From  the  just  terrors  of  your  Country's  eye  ; 
But  know,  where'er  you  hide  your  dastard  head, 
And  the  dark  paths  of  hopeless  exile  tread, 
Attendant  Justice  slowly  moves  behind, 
And  owes  some  great  example  to  mankind. 
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HYMN  TO  CHARITY. 

HERE  Virtue  fixes  her  eternal  shrine, 

On  Truth  its  firm  foundations  stand, 
Hope  bids  the  lofty  structure  rise 

Beneath  her  auspices  divine, 
And  rears  its  stately  columns  to  the  skies : 

But  'tis  thine  all-effecting  hand, 
O  Charity,  that  gives  it  to  endure 
Stedfast,  and  to  eternity  secure* 

Had  I  an  angel's  ever-tuneful  tongue, 

And  with  a  seraph's  fire  could  glow, 

To  Charity  would  flow 
Sacred,  my  unpremeditated  song ; 
Else  were  the  raptures  of  my  heav'nly  strain 
But  as  a  tinkling  cymbal  vain. — 

K  Could 
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Could  I  with  Reason's  more  enlighten'd  beam, 

Nature  through  all  her  various  works  descry, 

Or  read  the  book  of  dark  Futurity, 

And  yet  to  Charity  were  blind ; 
My  knowledge  would  but  perish  as  a  dream, 

And  leave  no  trace  of  memory  behind. 

Each  art  at  length  shall  stoop  its  tow'ring  wing, 
With  drooping  head  fair  Science  shall  decline  ; 

But  thou,  O  Charity, 

That  flow'st  from  Virtue's  unexhausted  spring, 
Eternal,  and  of  origin  divine, 

Thou  only  shalt  be  free 

From  the  hard  laws  of  frail  mortality. 

High  as  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns  thy  throne  is  rais'd, 
When  thou,  the  first  of  that  celestial  throng, 

By  loud  angelic  trump  art  prais'd, 

Immortal  theme  of  their  triumphant  song ; 


Yet 
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Yet  wilt  thou  often  deign. 

E'en  from  the  height  of  yon  ethereal  plain, 

To  cast  a  pitying  look  on  earth  below : 

Oft  doth  thy  breast  for  human  sorrows  glow, 

Full  well  thou  know'st  our  weakness  to  bewail, 

And  o'er  our  follies  cast  thy  friendly  veil. 

Say  then,  O  Charity  ! 

Since  such  thou  art,  enthroned  in  peerless  light, 
How  we  our  grov'ling  thoughts  shall  raise 
Unto  the  height  of  thy  divinity, 

While  we  thy  radiant  beams  admire, 

Dazzling  our  mortal  sight : 
Shall  we  at  awful  distance  gaze? 

Or,  rather,  with  a  glorious  zeal  aspire 
To  emulate  on  earth  thy  gracious  ways- 
Dispense  thy  light,  and  hymn  thine  heavenly  praise. 
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ODE   TO  PENITENCE. 
COME,  sacred  Partner  of  the  tranquil  hour, 

Meek  Penitence !  but  come  not,  as  thou'rt  feign'd, 
In  the  deep  gloom  of  some  monastic  tow'r, 

With  terrors  cloth'd,  and  in  affliction  train'd, 
Midst  pangs,  and  stripes,  and  ceaseless  tears  to  dwell : 
Nor  come  thou,  such  as,  in  the  murderer's  cell, 

His  doom  announced,  with  horror  and  despair, 
Thou  sit'st,  and  brooding  o'er  his  sleepless  head, 

Bid'st  ghastly  phantoms  rise : 
Nor  as  in  din  of  war, 

If  e'er  thy  voice  may  reach  the  victor's  ears, 
Midst  shrieks,  and  dying  groans,  and  orphans'  cries, 

^ 

Thine  haggard  form  appears, 
And  nightly  shakes  the  bold  oppressor's  bed  : 
But  come,  thou  holy  Maid, 
Come,  in  thy  softest,  mildest  grace  array 'd! 

Teach 
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Teach  me  to  know  my  secret  soul,  to  drive 

Each  latent  evil  from  my  chastened  heart, 
The  kindling  sparks  of  virtue  to  revive, 

And  rescue  truth  from  self-deceiving  art. 
While  yet  of  life  some  fleeting  space  remains, 

Come  thou,  my  Guide,  and  lead  the  peaceful  way, 
While  active  health  still  beats  within  my  veins, 

And  sweet  contentment  gilds  my  smiling  day; 
Come,  ere  beneath  the  weight  of  age  I  bow, 
Or  pale  disease  overcasts  my  faded  brow — 
For  pain  my  weaker  reason  might  control, 

The  dread  ofdeath  with  thee  my  thoughts  might  share, 
Vain  cares  of  life  might  rush  upon  my  soul, 

My  sorrowing  Friends  might  claim  the  parting  tear ! 

Ah,  not  too  late  thine  healing  aid  dispense, 
Thou  lovely  sister  of  pure  Innocence  ! 
Tho'  she,  thine  elder,  in  the  realms  of  light 
Shine  with  unsullied  beauties  bright, 


Yet 
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Yet  thou  by  spotless  Innocence  shalt  stand ; 

To  thee  the  same  mild  lustre  shall  be  given, 
Thou,  not  the  least  of  yon  Celestial  band, 

Thou  too,  tbo'  earth-born,  art  allied  to  Heaven. 
Thee  at  HeavVs  gate  fair  Mercy  shall  receive, 

And  lead  thee  trembling  to  th'  Eternal  Throne; 
Justice  to  thee  her  wonted  place  shall  give ; 

And  Virtue,  yielding  her  immortal  crown 
To  grace  thy  brow,  shall  blend  her  radiant  charms 
With  thine,  and  fold  thee  in  her  kindred  arms  f 


FINIS. 
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